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THE TRVE TRAGEDIE 
OF RICHARD DVKE OF YORKE 


AND THE GOOD KIN 
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a >: 3 , 
Enter Richarde Dake of Yorke, The Earle of Warwick®>t%e- 
Duke of Norffolke, Marquis Montague, Edward Earle of 
March,Crookeback Richard,ex the young Earleof Rutiand,. ° 
with Drumme and Souldiers,with white Rsses in their battese — 


Warwicke. : | 
Pe Wonder how the King efcapt our handes? — 
: ] Yorke. Whilf we purfude the Horfemen of the North, 
Heflily tole away,andleft hismen: — 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumbesland, 
Whole warlike eares could neuer brooke retrait, 
Charede our maine Battels front,and therewith him 
Lord Stafford and Lord Clifford all abreft 
Brake in, & were by the hands of common Souldiersflaine. 
Edy. Lord Staffordstather, Duke of Buckingham, 
Is either flaine,or wounded danderoufly; * 
. Icleft his Beuer with’a downe right blows | 
el Fathei chat chis is true,bcholdhis bloud. 
ei «Mont. And brother,hecres the Earle of Walt(hires blood, 
/% Whom Tincountred as the Battailes toynd. . quiets. 
Rich, Speake thou for me,and tell them what I did, 7: 
Tork, What,isyour grace dead my L, of Summe: fer? 
. , Nerf. Suchhope haueallthe line of JshuofGaunr. 
, Rico. Thus doc] hope to thape King Hennes ial, 
. % —  _ War. And{odo | vidtorious Prince of Yorke, 
‘ _Beforelice thee featedinthatthroney: alle J 
eiradinow she hala of FasegS rwlinpegy ie ci a 
a ‘ 4 2. , , ry ; . 


i : a Er N r + ar 


: Sear rats oe yo 
e re 
« 





a Se 





4 


- 


t eth 





4 ne 1 ragedse opachard Diop) <2 3% Las 


gon by heauens thefe.eiesfhall neucr doles’ a oe a, i Pe 
Thiststhe Pallace of charfearfallking, «9. fe oo 
And ihat the regail chaire;- Poflefle ic Marked Fe Ss \ 
For this isthinc,and.not king Henries heires. . 3 


York, Afift me then fweee/Varwicy:, and wills, 
For hither are we broken in by force. 


Norff.Weele all affift theeand he that flics thall die. : : 


York. Thanks gentle. Norffclke. Staic by me m Dodd 4 
and fouldicrs ftate you heere and lodge this ni he 
VVar.And when thaking-comes joffer him - violente, | 4 
Voleffe he feeke to put vs out by force, \ ‘ 
' Rich.Armde as we be,lets Rtaie withiathishoufe?:' ~. , 


VV ar. The bloudie parlement thallthisbecaldes °° 
Vnleffe Plantagenet Duke of Yorke be king, © 


_ And bafhfull Henrie be depofde, whole cowardife 
_ Hath made vs byewordsto our enemies. — - - - 


Yor. Then leaueme not my Lords for now: I meane 


To take poffefsion of my right. ' : "4 | 
‘War Neither the king ,norhim thatloueshim beft, 

The proudelt bird that holdsvp.Lancaffer, = °° 

Dares flirre a wing, it Warwicke-thake hisbeis. 7. | 


Ne plane Plantagenet : and roote him out whadares?  - a | 
Relolue thee Richard : Claime the Englithcrowne. he ae 


Enter King Henrie the jet with the Duke of Excefter, The 
Earle of, Northumberland, The Earle of Weftmerland, and 
Chffird.the Earle of Cumberland,with red Rofes in their hats. 

King, Leoke Lordings where the fturdy rebel fies, 


Eueninthechaireof {tates belikehemeanes =. , 
Backt by the power of Warwickethatfalle peere, A 
To afpirewnto thecrowne,andraigneasking. = Me 
Earle of Northumberland,he flew thy Father: -- ” 2 
And thine Ciford: and you both haue-vow'd reuenge,. a eel 

On hin, his fonnes, his fauoiites,and his friedds. °° DS 


anes Andit 1 be nor, heauens be redengd on me.’ “fo z 
Chf. The hope thercof makes Chford mourne infteele:. 
Weft. What?thall we foffer thistlets pull him om 


My heart for auger breakeo,! cannoetpeale. , a u 








ni 





Yorke,and Henricthe fixt > | = 
King. Be patient gentle Earle of WeStamerland.: : 
Cif. Patienceis for pulcrouns fuch ashe, & 

He durft not fit there,had your father liu’d?. 

My gratious Lord: heere in the Parlement, * 

Letvs affailethe familie of Yorke. © — 

North. Well haft thou fpoken coufen,be it fo. 
King. O know you not the Cittie fauours them, «>. 

And they haue croopes of fouldiersat their becke? >} 

Exet. But when the D. is flaine, theile quickly flie. 

“King. Farre beit from the thoughtes of Henrieshearty ~ 
Tomakeafhambles oftheparlementhoufe.:- = - 
Cofen of Exeter, wotds,frownes,and threats, - 
Shall be the warres that Henrie‘meanes to vfe. 


"* 


Thou fa&tious duke of Yorke,defcend my throne, © | 
Tam thy Soueraigne. ge i oa 5 

- Yor. Thouartdeceiu’d:ITamethine 2 - °° S: 4 
Exet. For fhame come downe,hemade thee D, of Yorke. ner 

+ Yor. Twas mine inheritance as the kingdom i ~ — ee 
Exet: Thy father was atraitour tothecrowne. 9°) «> = ee 

War. Exeter thow-art atraitourtothecréwne,) es 
> Anfollowing this vfurping Hewrie.- 8 
- Caf. Whom fhouldhe followe buthis naturall King?: - em 


. V¥ar. Trae Cifiandthatis Richard duke of Yorkes= = 
King. And fhall I ftand while thot fieftin my throne? es & 


Yor. Content thy felfe,it muft, and fhall be fo. © =. “3s 

V Va Be duke of Lancaster lechimbeKing. “9 0 ; 
. Vet Why?he is both King and D. of Lancafter, nents 
And that the Earle of VVef?merlandfhall maintaine. ~~. >. ~ 9 

VV ar, And KV arwiexe fhall difproue it, Youtorget oe 
That we are thofe that chafte-you from the field, 4. 
And flew your father,and with coloursfpred | uw bs 
Marche through the Cittietothe pallace gates. 9 

Nor. No VVarwicke Lremember itto my greife, °°: : 


Aad.by his foule, thou and thy houfe fhall rue iz. 
West. Plantazenet,of thee and of thy fonnes, 
Thy kiolinen,and thy triends, He haue more lines, 
Then drops ofbloud were in my fathers yaines. | 
Cf. Vigeitao more, leatt inreucnyc thercoh, rr. 
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Ifendthee Warwickefuchameflenger, = 89 «5 = 
As fhallreuenge hisdeath before] ftirre. © = 
War. Poore Chfford how | {eorne thy worthleffe threats. , : 
Tor. Will ye wefhewe ourtitletothe Crowne, , 
‘Or els our {wordes (hall plead itinthe field? © ; 
King. What title haft thoutraitourto the Crowne? 
Thy father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 
Thy grandfather Roger e Mortimer Earle of March, ) 
Jam the fonne of Henrie the fift,whotamde the French, _ 
: And made the Dolphin ftoupe,and feazdypon their 
‘Townes and prouinces. ° se 
War. Talke not of Fraunce fince thou haft loft it all. 
King. The Lord prote&tour loft ic and not I, 
When I was crownd, I was but nine months olde, p 
Rich. You are old enough now & yet me thinkes you lofe, 
Father teare the Crowne from che Viurpers head, 
Edy. Do fofweet father, fet it on your head. — : 
Mont. Good brother, asthou !ou’tt and honourft armesy- tf 
Lets fight it outand not ftand cauilling thus, —. 
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, & the King will flie, 
Yor. Peace fonnes, i 
Nor. Peace thou,and giue King Herrieleauc to {peake, 
- King. Ah Plantagenet, why feekelt thou to depofe me? _ 
Are we not both Plantagenets by birth, ; 
And from two brothers lineally difcent? 
.  Suppofe by right and equitie thou be King, 
ox. Thinkft thou that I will leaue my Kingly feate 
ie ay herin my father and my grandfire fate? 
a No, firft {hall warre ynpeople this my realme, 
“Land our colours often borne in France, b's 
pS “Bnd now in Englandto our heartes yreat forrow we 
‘Shall be my winding flieete: why faint you Lords? 
“My citle’s better farre chen his. i: . ae 
, War. Proucit Hesrie,and thou fhaltbe Kings ok 
~ King. Why, Henrie the fourth by conqueft got the crowne: 7-4; 
Yor. Twas by rebellion gainft his Soueraigne.- 2 
«| King. Iknow not what to fay,miy title’s weake. © ape 
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; Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 


4 War Whatthen? 3 
Kinz. Then am 1 lawfull King, for Richard 


The fecond, in the view ofmany Lords, 
Refignde the Crowne to Henerse the fourth, 
Whofe heire my father was,and Iam his. 
Yor. 1 tell thee he rofeagainft him, being his Soneraigue, 
And made himto refigne the Crowne perforce, 
UVar. Suppofe my Lord he did it vnconftrainde, 
Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the Crowne? 
Exet. No,for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 
Bur that the next heire mutt fucceed and raigne. 
King. Art thou againft vs, Duke of Exeter? 
Ex:t. Hisis the right,and therfore pardon me. 
King. All will revolt from me and turne to him. 
N or. Plantagenet,for all the claime thou layeft, 
Thinkenotking Henrie thall be thus depofde, d 
é ’ Var. Depolde he thall bein defpightofthee. 
Nor. Tuth Warwicke,thou art deceived? tis not thy 
Southerne powers of Efex,Suffolke,Norffolke,and of Kent, 
That makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud, 
Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. . 
Clif King Henrie be thy title right or wrong, os | 
Lord Cifford vowesto fight in thy defence. ae ; 
May that grouad gape and fwallowme aliue, 
Where I do kneele to him that flew my father, 
King. QO Clifford, how thy words reuiue my foule, 
- Yor, Henrie of Lancafterrefigne thy crowne. 
What mutter you, or what confpire you Lords? 
_ War. Doright vnto this princely Duke of Yorke, 
de Or I will fill che houfe with armed men, 
, Enter Souldicrs, 
And ouer the Chaire of ftate where now he fits, 
t~ . Write vp his title with thy vfurping bloud, 
King. O Warwicke,heare me {peake, 
Let me butraigne in quict whillt J live. 
| Tor. Confirme the Crowneto me and to mineheires, — 
* And thou thaleraigne in quiet whilft thou liwit. 
_ King. Conuaie the Souldiers hence,and then I will. 


A ae War, 


2 


“‘Fhauhatt vndoone thy felfe,thy fonne,andme, 


‘ ° a ‘ is 2 ~~ 
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TheTragedie of Richard Deofi'n< ° — ## 
UV ar, Captaine,condué them into Turhilffieldse .. >», 
Cif. What wrong is this ynto the Prince your Sonne?” 
UUVar, What good is this for England and himfelfe? - ~ 
-Northum, Bale,fearefull,and detpairing Henry, . 
Clif, How haft thou wronged-both thy felfeand vs? >. 
UUeli-I cannot ttay,to heare thefe Articles. . Exits. 
CLF Norl: Come,cofen lets go tellthe Queene. “s 
Northum. Be thoua praic yntothe houfe of Yorke. 


Anddie in bands forthis vnkingly deed. .» poieaite 
Ch. In dreadful warre maift thou be.ouercome,.. | 


Or liuein peace abandond:and defpifde. . +. , Oxix: 
Exet. T hey feeke reuenge, &therfore.will not yeeld my Le. . 

King. Ab Execter?:... ad - le 

OVar. Why fhauld you figh my Lord?- 


9 
x 


King. Not for my felfe Lord U arwicke,but my Sonne, & 
. Whom I vnnaturally fhalldisinherites 2 = 


ve 
& 


But be it as it may I heere intaile the Crowne 
To theeand to thine heires,conditicnally, 


That heere thou take thine oath,toceafe thefe ciuill broiless, 7 
“And whilft I liue,to honour me as thy King & Soueraigne..: 


Yor. That oath I willingly takeand willperforme. >). 
UUar.Long liue King Henry: Plantagenet embrace hime, 


Yor.Now Yorke and Lancafter ace reconcilde.. 


Exet.Accurlt be he that feekes to make them foess 
Sound Trumpets. o> 
Yor. My Lord Tletake my leaue,for ile to Wakefield 
Tomy caftell, _ , Exat Yorke,andhisfonnese: 


War, And Ile keepe London with my Souldiers,. Exit. 

Worf. And Ile to Norfolke with my followers. _ Exits: 

eont, And I to feafrom whence! came. Exits 
Enter the Queene and the Prince. 

Exét. My Lord,heere comes the Queene, Ile fteale away. 

King. And fo will I. . i 


? 
wa 


Queene, Nay ftaie,or elfe I follow thee. . eee Ae 
King. Be patient gentle Queene,and then Tleftaie, 9s FL 
Oneene What patience can there be? ah timerous man, “@ 


4nd 


oe / 3 ., 
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 K#ig.And'long liuethou andall thy orwatdfonnes.. > 
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= Yorkeyand Henbiathefixt, 


#nd giuen ouerrightes vnto the houfe.of Yorke. - 

Artthoua King, and wilt be forft to yeelde? : 

Had [ been there,the Souldiers fhould haue toft 

Mc ontheir Launces poyntes,before I would haue 

Graunted to their willes,-The Duke is made. . 

Prote@or of che Lan ad: Sterne Faulconbridge . 

Commaundesthe narrow Seas. And thinkft thou then 

To fleepe fecure? | heere dinorce mee Henry 

From thy bed, vntill that A@t of Parlement - 

Be recalde,wherein thou yeeldeft to the houfe of Yorke. 

The Northen Lordes that haue forfworne thy colours, 

Will foligw mine, if once they fee them {pred, 

And {pread they fhall,vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come Sonne, lets away,and leaue themheere alone. 
King, Stay gentle Adargaret, and heare me {peake. 
Queen. Thou haft (poke too-much already, therfore be flill, 
King. Gentle fonne Edvard, wilt thou ftay wich me? 


Quee. T,to be murdred by his enemies. Exit. 
Prin. When I returne withvi€torie from the fielde, 
Tle fee your Grace: cillchen, Ile follow her. | Exit. 
King. Poore Queene, her loue to me,& to the Prince her 
Makes her in furie thus forget her felfe. (fonne, 
Reuenged may the be on that accurfed Duke, 
Come cofen of Exeter, ftay thou heere, Lp. 


For Ciiffordand thofe Northen Lordes be gone ~ 
I feare towardes Wakefielde, to difturbe the Duke. 


Enter Edward,and Richard,and eM ontague. 
Edw.Brother,and cofen A4-ntague,gine me leaue to fpeake. 
Rich, Nay, Ican better play the Orator. | 
“Vfont, But I haue reafons {trong and forceable. 


|  .. Enter the Duke of Yorke. 
or. How now fonnes? what at a iarre among your Lelues? 


~ Rich. No father, buta fweete contention,about that which 
> £oncernes your felfe and vs; The Crowne of England father. 


York, The Crowne boy? Why Henries yet aliue, 


And I haue fworne that.he thal raigne in quiet till his death. 
. 3, Edw. 


e 


The T ragedie of Richard Diof °° 
Eay.But I would breake an hundredoathes to raigne one 
Rich.And if it pleafe your grace to giue meleaue, (yeate, 
Tle fhew your grace the way tofaue your oath. . 
And difpoffefle king Henry fromthe Crowne. 
Yor. pretchee Dick let me heare thy deuife, ' 
Rich. Then thus my Lord An oath is of no moment 
Being not fworne betore alawfull Magiftrates © 
fisurie is none,but doth viurpe your:right, en 
And yet your grace ftands bound-to him by oathe - 
Then noble father refolue yout feltes ae 
And once morechaimedie Crowne, 9 
Yor. I {aieft thou to boy?why then it hall be fo, | 
Tain refolucdtowinthe crowneordie, ©) | 
Edward,thou fhalt to Edmond Brooke Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentilmen will willingly rife: 
‘T houcofen: Azontague, (halt to Nerforke ftraight, . 
And bid the Duke to mufter vp his fouldicrs, 
And.come to me to Wakefield prefently. 
And Richard,thou to London ttraight thalt poaft, 
And bid Regnard Neusil Earle of Warwicke 
To leaue the Citte 3 and with his nen of war, 
Tomeetme at faint Albons,ten daies hence, 
My felfe heere iti Sandell cattle will prouide 
Both menand money tofurder ouratcempts, 
Now what newes? ~ , Enter a Meffenger.: 
Mef.My.Lord,the Queene with thirtie thowfand men, 
Accompanied with the Earles of (umberland, 
Novthumberland,and Weftmerland,and others of the © 
Houle of Lancaffer,are marching towards Wakefield, 
TobcfiedgeyouinyourCaftleheere, 9 


* é 


Enter Sir Fobn and Sir Hugh Mortimer, — 


~ Yorke. AGodsname lerthem come, ' CoufeneAfontae 


gue poalt you henges and boies, {tay you withme, ays 
weer CU Ts i cot oye 
‘Sir John and Sir Hugh eMortimersminevncles, 


y’are welcome to Sandal inau happy houre, > « 


The armii¢ of che Queene meanstobefiedgevs,: 1. - i ie 
a a ee s " - vig 
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Yorke,and Henrie the fixt. 


Str Iobn. She thal not need my Lord, weele meet her in che 
Yor. What with fiue thoufand fouldiers pe tists. | 
Rich. U father, with five hundred for a-need, : 
A woman’s generall,what fhould you feare? 
Yor.Indeed many braue battailes haue Lwon - 
In Normandy, whenasthe.enemic - leat 
Hath bintento‘one: and why fhould I now cider aa 
Of the like fucceffe?I am refolu’d.: Come lets gov, 
Eaw.Lets martch away, I heare their drums. Exenat 


6A es ang theit enter she eyourg Earle On 
—Rurland,and bisT uzor. 
Tutor. Oh flic my Lord, lets leaue the Cattle, 
And flie to Wakefield ftraighi.. 
Enter Chfford. 
Rut.O Tutor looke where bloody Chifird comes. 
(iif. Chaplin awaie,thy priefthood faues thy life, 
As for the brat of that accurfed Duke 
Whofe father flew my father,he {hall die. 
T wtor.Oh Chiford {pare this tender Lord, leaft heauen 
Reuenge it on thy head : Oh faue his life. 
Cif.-Souldiers awaie,and drag him hence perforce: 
Awaie withthe villaine. Exit the Chaplin. 
How now,whatdeadalready?orisitfearethac 
Makes him clofe his eies?Ile open them. 
__ Rat, Solookes the pent vp Lion on the !ambe, 
And fo he walkes infulting ouer, his praic. 
And fo he turnes againe to rend his limbes in funder? 
Ob (iifford,kill me = with thy{word,and __ 
Nor with fuch a cruell threatning looke. 
Tamm to meane a fubiet for thy wrath, 
Bethou reuengd on menand letme liue. 
___ Chf.Invaine thou {peakeft poore boy: my fathers blood, 
Hath ftopt the paffage where thy words fhould enter, 
Rat. Then let my fathers blood ope it againe, 
He is a mansand C4fford,cope with him. 
Clif: Had I thy Brethren heere,their liues and thine — 
Were not reuenge fufficient for me, | | 
‘Ba, | | Or 


The Tracedie of Richard Dope. 
Ox fhould I'dig vp thy forefathers graues,) <6 r 
Aad hang their fotten coffins yp in chaines, a 
‘It could not flake mineire,nor eafe my hearts °° < - 
The fight ofany of the houfe of Yorke, . 
Jsasaturie totorment my foule. 
Therfore till I roote out that curfed line; 
And leaue not one on earth, Ue liue in hell therfore 
Rut. O.\ct me pray,beforel take my death, © - 
To thee I praie,fweet (ifford pittie me. - 
C4f.1Jugh pittie as my rapierspoint affoardes. = 
Rut. I neuer did thee hart, wherefore wile thou kill me? 
Cif. Thy father hath. 23 
Rut. But twas ere I was borne " 
Thou haft one fonne,for his fake pittie me, 
Leatt in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 
He be as miferablie flaineas I. * 
‘Oh, let me liue in prifon all my daies, 
And when I giue occafien of offence, Be ae 
Then let me die,for now thouhaft no caufe, ee 
Chf. No caufe?T hy Father flew my father,therefore die. 
Plantagenet,Lcome Plantagenet, 
And this thy Sonnes blood cleauing'ta my blade, 


ad 


Shaliruft vpon my weapon,till thy blood «| : 
Congeald with his,do makeme wipeoftboth, ~ Exif, 


 — eAdlarmes. Enter the Duke of Yorke folus. = 
Yor, Ah Yorke,poaft to thy Caftle,faue thy life; 
The goaleis loft; thoihoufe of Lancafter, = 
Thrice happie chaunce itis for thee and thine, : 
That heauen abridgde my daies,and:callsme hence 
But God knowes what chaunce hath betide my fonnes : 
But this] kaow,they hatiedemeand themfelucs, 
Likeimen borne to renowneby lif¢ or death: °° 
‘Three times this daie came Richard to my fight, ae 
And cried,courrage Father: Vi@torie,or death. 
And twice (o oft came Edmardto'my view, . 
With purple Fatilchen paintedto the hilts, © 
In blood ofthofe whom he hadflaughtered, = “* 
ae ay * 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 


O harke,I heare the Drummes: No way to flie? 
Noe way to fauemy life? And heete Iftays 
And here my life maft end. 


Enter the Queene, (Ufford,N orthumberland, 
— ana foldters.: : 
' Comé bloody Clifferd,ough Northumberland, 
I dare yout quenchlefle furie to more bloud: 
This isthe But,and this abides your fhot, 
North. Yeeld to our mercies proud Plantagenet, 
_ Clif, ito fach mercieas his ruthfull arme 
With downe right payment,lent vnto my tather, 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 
And made an evening at the noonetide pricke. 
Tor. My afheslike the Pzanix,may bring foorth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all, 3 
And in that hope I calt mineciesto heauen, 
Scorning what ere you can affliét me with: - 
Why ftay you Lords?what, multitudes andfeareA 
(uf. So cowards fight when they can flic no longer: 
So Doues do pecke the Rauens pierfing rallents; 
So defperate thieues all hopelefie of their liues, 
Breath out inueétiues gaint the officers. 
Yorke. Oh Chfford, yet bethinke dice once againe, 
And in thy minde orerun iny former times - 
And bite thy tongue that flaundreft him with cowardife, 
Whole verie looke hath made thee quake ere this, 
Chf.1 will not bandie with thee word for word, 
But buckle with thee blowes twife two for one’ 
» Qucene.Holde valiewt Chiford,for a thouland caules, 
T would prolong the traitours life a while. 
Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Northumberland. 
Nor. Hold Chfford,do not honour him fo much, 
To pricke thy finger,thoughto wound his hearts 
What valour were it when a curre doth erin, 
For one to thruft his hand betwenchis teeth, 
When he might {purne him with his foote away? 
Tis warres prife to takeall aduantages, =: | 
t = } : B 30 


: The Tragedie of Richard D.of. 


Aadten to one,is no impeach in Warres.. 
Fight, and take him, «+ © | _ 

Clif. I, 1, fo ttriues the Woodcock with the gin. 

North. §o doth the Cunnie {truggle with the net. 

York, So triumphes T heeues vpon their conquered booty, 
50 true men yeeld by robbers ouerematcht.. 

North, What will your grace have done with him? :) - <: 

Qucen, Braue wartiours ,Ciiford aad Northumberland... 
Come make him {tand vpon this Moulehillhere,..- : 5. 
T hat aymde ac Mountaines with oucltrerched:arme,.. 
And parted but the fhaddow with hishande.;: 0000-47) - 
Was it you that reucldein.our Parliament, 
And made preachment of your-high defcent? 
~Where are your mieffe of Sonnes to backe you now?: 
The wanton Edward,andthe lultie George? 
Or where is thac valiant Crookebacke pradegie? . i... 0... 
Dickey your Boy,that with his grumbling voyce, ! +: ;:: | 
Was wonttochearehis Dad in mutenies? - A ae 
Or amongft the relt,whereis your darling Rutland?.... . - 
Looke Yorke; I dipe this Napkin in the blood oS ee 
_ That valiane Cltford with his Rapier poynt, 
Made iffue from the boofome of thy Boy: 
And ifthine eyes can water for his death, 
I giue thee this,ta dry thy cheekes withall, 
Alas poore Yorke, But that I hate thee much, . 
J fhould lament thy miferable ftates "scien 


a” Mall ol, Eats 


"I prethee gricue,to make me merry, Yorkes 


Stampe,raue,and fret,that I may fing and daunce. 
What?hath thy fierie hart fo partchr thine entrailes, 
That not ateare can fall for Rutlands death? . 
Thon wouldft be feede I feetomake me fport. 

Yorke cannot {peake,vnlefle he weare a Crowne. . 
A. Crowne for Yorke? and Lords bow low tohim? . . 
So: hold you his hands while-] doi} it on, 

I, now lookes he like a King, 

This is he that tooke King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heire, 

- Buthowisitthat great Plantagenet, . 


he 





4. 


Yorke, and Henrie the fixt, 


Is crownd fo foone,and broke his holy oath? 
As] bethinke me, you fhould notbe King, 
Tillour Henrie had fhooke hands withdeath 
And will youimpale your head with Henries glotic 
And robbe his temples of the Diadem , 
Nowin his life,again{t your holy oath? 
Oh, tis a faule to0-too vnpardonable. | 
Off with the Crowne, and with the Crowne his head, 
And whilft we breath,take time to doe him dead. 
Chf. T hats my office,for my fathers death. 
Queen. Yet ftay, andletshearethe Orifonshe makes. 
YorkShe wolte of Frauce,but worfe chan wolues of France, 
Whofe tongue more poyfon’d than the Adders tooth: 
How ill beleeming is it in thy fexe, 
To triumph hkean Amazonian trull 
V pon his woes,whom Fortune captiuates? 
Burcthatthy face is vizard eocenete nging, 
Madeimpudeut by vie of euill deedes: 
I would aflay, proud Queenc to make thee blufh: 
Totellchee of whence thou art,from whom deriu’de, 
T were fhamecnough to fhame thee, wert thou not fhainles, 
Thy father beares the tipe of King of Maple, 
Ofboth the Sz/siles and Lerufalem, - : 
Yetnot fo wealthieas an Englifh Yeoman. 


_ Hath that poore Monarch taughttheeto infule? 


It ncedes not,or it bootes thee'not proude Queene, 
Vnleffe the Adage muft be werefide,, > ape 8 
That Beggers mounted,runnetheir horfeto death, 
Tis beauue,chat oft makes women proud, fe 
But God he wots, thy fharethereof isfmall. °°” 
Tis gouernement,that makes thei moft admirde, 
The contrarie doth make thee wondied at, © | 
Tis vertue makes themfecmeif@inews "~~ 
The wantthereof-makes thee abominable, 
Thou art as oppofite to eucry goody: 
As the Antipodes are ynto vs: hie 
Or as the South to the Septentrion, wa ll 
Oh Tygershart,wrapeina womans hide} : 
j : j B.4. i How 
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The Tragedi¢ of Richard D.of: : 
Hw couldét thou deaine thelife bloud of the childe,, - 
to bid che father wipe his eyes withall, 92.) s.tte 325 
“And yet be feene to beare a womans face?.. 
Women/are milde;pittifull, and flexible, - 
Thou indurate,{terne,rough,remorceleffe. . 
Bids thou me rage? why now thowhatt thy will; 
Would’ haue ne weepe?why.fo thou haftthy. with, 
For rageing windes blowes vp a {torate of teares, 
And when the rage alayes,the raine begins, 
Thefe teares are my {weete. Rutlands obfequies, 
And éuery drop, begges vengeance.as it falles, 
Qn thee fell Céfford,and the falfe French woman, 
WV orth. Befhrew me,but his pasfions mooue me fo, 
As hardly can I checke tine eyes ftom teares, 
Yorke. T hat face of his,the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht,would.ioc haue ftaind with blood: 
But you are more inhumaiae,more inexorable, 
O ten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 
Sec ruthleffe Queenea hapleffe fathers teares, 
This cloth thou diptsin bloud of my-fweete Boy, 
Andloe, with teares I wath the bloud away. 
Kcepe thou the Napkin,and goe boaft of that: 
And ifthou tell che heauie {torie well, _ 
Vpon my foule,the hearers will fhead teares, 
T,eucn my foes will {hed faft falling teares, © ~. 
And fay; Alas, it was a pirteous deed. , 
Here,take che Crowne; and with the Crowne my curfle; 
Andin thy need,fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reape at thy two cruell hands. . 
Hard-harted Ciifferd,take me from the worlde, 
My foule to heauen,my bloud vpon your heads. - 
North. Had he bin flaughterman to all my kin, 
I could not chufe but weepewith bim co fee, 
How inlie angergripeshis hare. a 
Ouee What weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberland? 
T hinke but vpon the wrong he ‘did vs all, 
And that will quickly drie your melting teares. 
Chf.T hears for mine-oath,thears for my fathers death. 


Queén. 








Yerke,and Henrie thefixt, 
Ouwee. And hears to right our gentle harted kind. 
Yor. Open thy gates of metcie gratious God, 
My foulefliesfoorthto meetwiththee. 
~ , Ouce. Off with his head and fet it on Yorke Gates, 
SoYorke may ouerlookechefowne ofTorke.°  Exeumt ompese 


A 
\ 


_ Enter Edward and Richard,with drum 
| and Souldiers.  ° a 
Edi, After this dangerous fight and hapleffe warre, 


How doth miy noble brother Richard fare? 


Rich. [ cannot ioy yntill I berefolu’d, © 


‘Where our right valient father is become. , 
_ How often did I fee him beare himfelfe, 
_ As dotha Lion midft a hearde of neate, 


So fled his Enemies our valient father, 
Me thinkes tis pride enough to be his Sonne, 
: T wre Sunnes appeare in the aire. 
Edy. Loc how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewell ofthe glorious Sunne, 
Dafell mine eies?or do I fee three Sunnes? Ee 
Rich. Three glorious Suns, not feperated by a racking 
But (cuered ina pale cleere fhining skie. -, -  (cloudes 


_ See,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and fecme to kiffe, © 


As ifthey. vowde fome league inuiolates ~ 


- Noware they but one lampe,one light,one Sunne, 


In this the heauens doth figure fome euent. 
Edw. I thinke it cites vs brotherto the field, - 


‘That we the Sonnes of brave Plantagenet, 


Alreadie cach one fhiningby hismeed ~ - _ 

May ioynein one and ouerpeere the world, 

As this the earch,and therefore hence forward, 

lle beare ypon'my Target, three faire fhining Sunnes.- 


But whacart thou thar lookelft fo heauilie?:.... 


e6f-Oh one that was a wofull looker on, — 
When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. «> 
Edw. Oh fpcake no more,for I can heareno more, 
Ric Tell onthy tale,for I wilt heare it all. 
eMefWhenas the noble oe putto flight, 
Co And 





= The Tragedse af Kicnaray of. a 4 
8 then purtudeby Ci ifford; and the pra . ae oo, 
And many lonldiers moe,who allatonce - ..- -: gloe¥ Ps 
Let driue at him,and forltthe Duke to yeeld: - EF ge: 

And then they fet him on a moulhill fhere,:. be iy 
And. crownde the gratious Dukin, high ‘i ice oS 

Who then with teares began to waile hi hisfall.*. — 'os 

The'uthlefle Satan perceiuing he did weepe, : eo 
Gaue him a handkercher to wipe his eyes, e ay 
Di ptin the bloud of ‘fweete young Rutland ..” Cg s Ag 
BA rough Ch ifford flaine 3 who weeping | erie it ae cae, gil ~ al 

_ ‘Then throngh his brett they thrult their blouddic fwords, & j 

-Wholikea Lambe feilat the e butchers fee tees fe 1 fou aly Sa * 
Then on the gates of fYorke,chey fethishead,~ «wo. 335 re i 
And there it doth remaine,the pissous fpedtacle (eae. 
T hat ere mine eies beheld, Si: bee bali gt “y 

Edw. Sweet Duke of Yorke,our proppe toleane vpn, pare ee 2 
Now thou arc goiie,there is no ‘hope for vsz" i. je 3 Tae i ' 
Now my foules pallace is become a prifon, ine lacusaigt «det 4 
Oh would fhe breake froin compaflec of ‘mylt breally 2 1s Fe : a | 
For neucr hhall Thanet more ioy. .. oe ge eos 


. Rich, I cannot weepe;for all. my bre afs omiee Cs | 
Searic, fernes to quench my furnace burning! g heart: em A oe 


ye 


Icannot toy till this white rofe, bedide;- Me eee. 


ae a * 


Euen in the heart bloud of thehoule.of Lancafter. is te a 
Richard,t béare thy name,and Ile renenge thy death, ...*3 ee hay ae? 
Or die my felfe in {ceking ofreuengey ~~ a5 io 
Edw. His name,that valient Duke hathleft, with ee . 
His chaireand Dukedome,that remaines forme. . : a Scat 
Rica: Nay, if thou be thac princely Eagles bird, ei 
Shew thy difent by gazeing gainft the Sunne;. aa 7 ¢ ati 
For Chaire,and: Dukedoie;T hrone,and ioe foie --.. «© 


For cither thagis thine,or elfe How Wert not: hige Ss 


obey. “4 


f 
of. . i 
ae v4  & tas - 


.. Enterthe Earle ‘of Warwick Momague,, Sree aes 
| With ate ancientsand Senlatenss «: ofderes j OF ee 
one eal 
War Howe now 7 faire Lords: ihaetinerih at NCWES Re. 5 
ae Ah gentle sey Ceaethonld we bucssponten yee ee 











- .* Yorke,snd Henriethe fixt. —. 
The balefull newes,and at each wordes deliuerance,. *- 
Stab poniardes in our flefh,cill all were toulds 
The words would adde more anguith then the woundes. — 
>, Ah valientigord,the Duke of Yorke isflaine. | 
Edw. ARV Varwicke VVarWicke, that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee deare : euen as his foules redemption, 
“  _Is by the fterne Lord (iford,done-to death. » 


; VV ar. Ten daies agoe, I drownd thofe newes in teares, 
And nowto adde more meafure to yotir woes, (°° 

. Icometotell youthings-fincethen befalne. =, ° ? 
After the blouddie fraie at Wakefield fought; “0 


Where youir braue father breath’d his lateft gafpe, 
> Tidings.asswiftlie as che poatt could run,. é /. 
Was brought me of your loffe,aud his departure. 
I ,chen in London, keeper of the King, 
Multred my fouldiers, gathered flockes of friends, 
_ Andveriewell appointed asTthought, > =~ ae 
© Marche to faint eZibouns t’enterceptthe Qucene, op 
Bearingthe Kimginmy behalfeslong,... ~ : 
For by my fcoutes I was aduertifed, 
That the was comming, witha full intene 
‘Todath your Jate dectee in parliament, 
Touching King Hevzries heires,and your fuccefsion. 
Shorttale tomake,we at Saine A/bons met, . - 
. Our battailes ioynde,and both fides fiercelie fought. 
~ But whether ewas the coldneffc of the King, | 
Who lookt full gentlic on his warlike Quecne, 
That robde my fouldiers of their heated ipleencs 
Or whether twas report of his fuccefle, 
Or more then common feare of Cifords rigour, ° 
Who thunders to his Capraines bloudand death, 
Icannot tell : But coconclude with truth, «=. - 
Their weaponslike to lightnings went and came: ' 
Our Souldiers like the night Owles lazie flight, © - 
Or like an idlethrefher withaflaile, ... ..: - 
Fell gently downe as if they fmotetheir friends, : 
I cheerd them vp with iuftice of the caufe,:;.°. 3! | 
With promife of high paie an gteatrewardes, 2 
: a ; 2° 
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* TheTragedie of Richard Diof 
But all in vaine,they had nohearts to fight, 9... |’ 
Nor.we in them no hope to win the day, fae 
So that we fled. The King ynto the Queene, ©.” 
Lord George your brother, Norfolkeand my felfe, 
In haft,polt haft,are come to iayne with you; © 
For in the marches heete we heard-you were, 
Makiog‘an other head, to fight againe. 
Edw. Thankes gentle Warwickes- 
How farre hence is the Duke widthis power? 
And when came George from Burgundse to England? 
War, Some fiue miles off the Duke is with his power: 
Butas for your brother,he was latcly fent »- - 
From your kind Aunt, Dutches of Burgundie, 
With aide ot fouldiers gainft this needtull warre. 
Rich: Twas ods belike when valient (Warwicke fled... 
Oft haue I heard thy praifes in purfute, 
But neretillnow,thy fcandall ofretire. S82 
War. Nor now,my feandall Richard doft thou heare?: | Fal 
For thou fhaltknowe that this right hand of mine, * °°: 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Hemmeshead, . 
And wring the awfull tceprer from his fift: 97>. 
Were he as famous and as boldin warre,”.-’ 7 
' Ashe isfamde for mildncile,peace,and praier, -. * 
Rich. | know it well Lord Warwicke,blame me not, | 
T was loue J bare thy glories, made mefpeake, 
But in this troublous time,whats to be done?” | 
Shall we goe throw away our coates of fleele? «© - . - 
And clad our bodies inblackmourning gownes, | - 
Numbring our e-4uemaries with ourbeades? 
Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes; | 
Tell our devotion, with reuengfull armes? °°. 
It for the laft,faic l,andto it Lords..~-- - * | a 
War, Why therfore Warwicke eameto find you out, > _ 
And therfore comes my brother AZontague,. - 
" Attend me Lords,the proud infultiug Queene, 
With Clifford andthehaught lVorthumberland, — 
And of their feather many mo proud birdes, 
+ Hlaue wrought the eafie meltiag King like waxe, ~ °- tn 
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a | | ® | ' are 
Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. q 


He fware confent to your fuccefsion, 

His oath inrolled inghe Parlidment, 

Burnow to London all the crew are gone, 

To frufterate his oath,ot what befides 

May make againft the houfe of Lancafter, 

T heir power { geile chem fiftie thoufand ftrong. 
Now it the helpe of Norfolke,and my {elfe, 

Can but amount to 48.thoufand, 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of ALarch, 
Among the louing Weltchmen canit procure, 
Why via, To London will we march amaine, 
And once againe beftride our foaming {lcedes, 
Andonceagaine crie charge vpon the Foe, 

But never once againeturnebackandflie. 5, 

Rich, J,now me thinkes I heare great Warwicke fpeakes 
Nere may he liuc to fee a funfhine day, 

That cries retire, when Warwicke bids hin Ray, 

Edw. Lord Warwicke,on thy thoulder will I leane, 
And when thou faine’'{t, mult Edward falls 
Which perill heauen forcfend. 

VV ar. No longer Earle of Afarch,but Duke of York, 
Thenext degree 1s Englands royal! King: | 
And King ot England thalt thou be proclaimde, 
In cuerie Burrough as we pafic along: 

And he thatcafts not vp his cappc for ioy, 
Shall for th’offence make forfeit of his head, 
King Edward,valient Richard,e Uontague, 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne, 
But forward to effect thele refolutions. 


— 


~ 


| Enter a Mefeenger. ‘ 
Mef.The Duke of Qsrfolke fends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with a puiflant power, 
And craues your company for {peedy councell. 
P’'Var. Why then it forts braue Lords, Lets march away.- 
Exeunt Oumese 


“C3. ee | rc Enter 


i “Who hath not feene them epen with thofe fame wings: | 
“Which they haue fometime vide in Fearefull. Hehe Takk 
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| Enter the King ap Queene; Prince ‘Edvoard, dud the Nore a 
thren Earles; with Dramme ana. Souldiers.: ao STOEL LE = { 


Queen, Welcome my Lord;to.this-braue towne of Forks = - & 
Yonder’s the head of thar anibitious ciremic: a 7 a >. 
That fought to be impaled with-your-Crowne, 1... > + 


-# 
od 


Dosh not the obie& pleafeyoursie my Rordé oi: 04 034 | z 
King. Euen as the rocks pleafe them that feare chess ie aches ar 4 
Withhold reuengs deare God tis not. my faulty ~ sare Fete j 
¥ 


i. rae 


Nor wittingly haue Tinfringde my yow.? 9.0... 43 ee te 
CLf. My eratious- Lord, this too much na eke 
And harmefull pittic rauftbe laideafide, >. .-. ‘ hen to 
To whom do Lyons cafttheir gentle lookes? ; - Ce, ME. “ 
Not to the beaft that would vfurpe his den. >. we soe 
‘Whofe hand is that the fauage Beare doth ee lew 2 
Not bis,thae fpoyles his youngibeforehis facewuii o. 4.00 6 4 
Who feapes the lurking Seepentsmomall lingh >: a1 1 uit ec 
Nothe that fets his foote tpom her backe.::-. te om ide... 
The finalle{t Woorme will turne,being es ont. ol 
And Doues will pecke,in tefcue of their broode.'. is 


Ambitious Yorke did Jeuell at thy.Growne,, - ..,!. =) 


. 4 
thea me oom pra 


Thou finy ling, whilghe knithis angry browes.; ©. 0-5 7 : 
Hec but a Dake,would! naue his fonnea King, . eases hit 
And raife hisifluelike afouing fire. 9.4. eae 

Thou being aK.ing, bleft with a goodly fonies, i oy ee 
Didtt ciue confent to disinherite him. jo. os) os ons seis ' 





Which: argue thea moft vanaturall father... Mr: sos hash 

Vnreafonable creatures feed theit young,:: Higoaborsyy ere 
And though mans face be fearefull ca their eyes. bi ye NE 5 
Yetin protection oftheirtenderones, =’ —s 


_Makewarre with him, that climes vate theigneft, . me TL : 
 Offting their owne liucs,in their younges defence? 5 hiss, 2 4 
For thame my Lord;make them your prefidents:,,. wont ME. | 
Wercit not pittie that this goodly Boy,. a lf 
Sheuld fofe his birthright through his fathers fault? Seetee | 
And long pecear fay ynto hig childe, | Eye 
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Yorke, and Hemrie she fixt. - 


What my great Grandfather. and Grandfire got, 


My carciefle father,tondly gaue away? :- 
Looke onthe Boy,andict his manly tacey’. 
Which promifeth iuccefiefull fortunete ys ally. 


Steele thy melting thoughts, -. WW) 
Tokeepethine owne,and leaue thine owne with him. 


_ King, Full well hath Cifford playde the Grator, 
Inferring arguments of mightie force, 


- Buttell me,didit chou neuer yet heare tell, _ 


That thinges.euill gor,had ener bad iuegetfe; 
And happi¢ eucr was it for thatfonne, | 


Whole tather for his hoording, wentto hell? 
‘Tieaue my fonne my vertuous deedes behind, 


And would myfacherhadleftmenomore; 
Forallthe reitisheldeatfucharate, Pe te 
Asaskes a thouiand tjmes more care fo keepe, 

Then inay che prefent profite counteruaile. 

Ah cofen Yorke,would thy beft triendes did know, 

Flow it doth prieuc me,that thy head flandes there. 

 Quee. My Lord, this harmeful pittic makes your followers 
¥ ou promitd kaighthaod.toyour princely fonne, (faint, 


_ Vafheath your tword,and ftraight do bub him Knights 


Kneele downe Eaward. jig! 
. King. Eaward Plantagenet, arife a Knight, 


- Andlearne this leflon Boy, Draw thy {word in sight, 


‘Princ. My gratious father, by your kingly leaue, 
Nledraw itasapparanttothe Crowne, 
Andinthac quarrell vfeittothedeath, = ~~ 
North. Why that is fpokenlike a toward Prince," 
Enter a Mefrenger. & aa eye 
e1¢f, Royall Commaunders,be in readinefle, 
For with a band of fiftiethoufand men, 7 
Coines Warwacke backing of the Duke of Yurke; 
And inthe Townes whereas they paflealong, 
Proclaymes him King,and many flics to him? 
Prepare your Battailes,for they beathand, ' aia 0 ae 
Cif 1 would your Highnefle would depart the field, >, <- 
The Quicene hath bell tucceffle when you arcablent,.!. | 
= : aa Queens 


- 
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The Tragedie of Richard D of -- 
Queen. Do good my’ Lord;and leaue vs to our fortunes. 
King, Why thats my fortune, therefore Ile -ftay ftill. 
Chfford. Be it with refolution chen to fight. | 
Prince. Good father cheere thefe noble Lordes, _ 
Vntheath your {word, fweete fathet cry Saint George. 


_ Glf.Pitch we our Battell here,for hence we wil not moue 


Enter the boufe of Yorke.. : : 
Edw. Now periurd Henry,wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne, ~ 
And kueele for mercy at thy Soueraignes feece?: “a 
Quee, Goe rate thy minions proudinfulting boy, - --: 
Becomes it thee tobe thus malepert, a on 
Before thy King and lawfull Soueraigne? 
Edw. Lam his King,and he fhould bend his knee, 


~ [wasadopted hire by his confent: ~~ 


Georg. Since when, he hath broke his oath, 

For as we heare,you that are King, : 

‘Though he do weare the Crowne, - _ 

Haue caufde him by new aét of Parliamenc | | 

To blot our brother out,and puthisowne fonne in. 
Cif. And redfon George. Who fhould fucceed the father, 

but the fonne? ; .. 

Rich, Are youtheir butcher? . =a (fore. 
(uf. \ Crookback,here I {tand to anfwere thee,or any of your 
Rich. Twas youthat kild young Rutland,wasitnore. - 
Cif. Yes,and olde Yorke too,and yet not fatisfide. *” | 
Rich. For Gods fake Lordes, giue fynald to the fight. © ~~ 
VV ar. What fayft thou Henry? wilt thou yeeld thy crowne? 
Queen. What,long tongde War. dare you fpeake?"=*"" 

When youand [mec at Saint Alboneslalt, 

Your leyges did better feruice then yourhandes. * 
VVar.1, then twas my turneto flee,butnow tis chine, 
Clif. You fayd fo much béfore, and yet you fled. ° 
War.T was not your vallour C4ford,that droue me thence. 


Northum.No,nor your manhood Warwick,that could make _ 


youftay. . r . 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland, we holde.thee ree 
ucrently. Bréake off the parlie,for {carfe I can refraine the 
i i. exes 
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_ Yorke, and Heurie the fixt. 
execution of my. big fwolne heart, againft that Cifird theres - 
that cruell child-killer, Lo | 
(if. Why, kildthy Father,calft thou him a childe2 
Rich. thke a villaine,and atrecherous coward,. 
Ass thou didft kill out cender-brother Rutland, » 
But ere Sutme fey lle make chee-curffe the dced.: - (fpeake, 
~ King. Haute. done: with wordes great Lords; and heare me 
ue en. Defic them then,or els hold clofe thy lips, 
Kwg. ¥ prethee giue no limits tomy tonguc, 
Tama King and preuiledgde to fpeake. s 
. €6f: My Lord, the woundshat bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur?d with wordes; therefore be {till 
Rich; Then Executioner vntheath thy {word, 
By him chat made vs all Iam refolu’de, 
That Céffirds manhood haiigs vpon his tongtte. 
Edw. What faift chou Henrie? thall 1 haue my rightor no? 
A thoufand men hate broke their faftro day, . 
That niere fhall dine, valeffe thou yeeld the crowne. 
War. [fthon denie,their blouds bé on thy head, 
For Yorke in iuftice puts his armour oa. 
Prin. Vall berigiht that Warws ke faiesis right, 


~ There is no wrong, but all things mult be right. 


Rich. Whofocuer gorthee,there thy mother fands, 


~ For.well I wot,thou haft thy Mothers tongue. 





Quee, But thou art neither like thy fire nor dam, 


_ Buclikéa foule mifhapen Sty gmaticke, 


Marke by the deftinies,to be auoiced 

As venome Toades,or Lizards fainting laokes. 
Rich, fton of Naples bid with Englith gile, 

Thy Father beares the title ofa King, 


a Asifa channel fhould be caide the Sea; 


Sham’ft not, knowing from whence chou art deriwde, 
To parlie thus with Englands lawfull heires? 

Edy. Awiipe of (trawe were worth athoufand crownes, 
Tomake that thaineleffe Callet know her felfe, 


‘Thy husbands Father reueld in the heart of Frauxce, 


And tamde the French,and made the Dolphin toope: 
And had he matcht according to his {tate, a 


D. He 


_——~ 


Tht ragedte of Richard D.of 
He might haue kepethat glorietilithisday, os 
But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 
And grac’d thy poore fire with his bridall day: 


* Then that funefhine bred a fhowre for him, 


Which watht his fathers fortunes out of Fraunce, 
And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 
For what hath mou’d thefe cumules but thy pride? 


Hadft chou bin meeke, our title yet had flept, 


And we in pittie of the gentle King, 
Had fliprour claime yntill an other age. ‘ 
George But when we faw our Sommer brought the gaine, : 
And thac the harucft brought vsno encreafe, i 
We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote: <i 
And though the edge haue fomthing hit our felues, ~ 
Yet know thou,we will neuer ceafeto ftrike, 
Till we haue hewen thee downe, 
Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 
Edw. And ia this refolution I defie thee, 
Net willing any longer conference, - 
Since thou denieft the gentle King to fpeake. 
Sound trumpets,let our blouddiecollours waue, . 
And eicher vitorie,orelfe a graue, 
Queene. Staie Edward, {taie, : 
Edy. Hence wrangling.woman, lle no longer ftaie, 
Thy words will coft ten thoufand lines today, 
Exeunt Ouanes,  eAlarmes. 
Enter VV arwicke. . 
VV¥ar. Sore {pent with toile,as runners with the race, - 
J lay me downe alitle while to breath, 
For {irokes receiu’d,and many blowes repaide, 
Hath robde my ftrong knit finewes oftheir ftrength, 
And force per force needes mult I yeeld my felfe. 
Exter Edward. a. » I 
Edw. Smile gentle heauens,or ftrike vngentle death, 
That wemay die.vnleffe we gaine the daie. —>.: 
What fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, w | 
Von the harmleffe liie of Yerkes true houfe? i e 
Enter George. 1 Ali OF). 
- "ae > Cuorge. 








| Torké, and Henrie the fixt. 
Geor. Come brother, come, lets to the field againe, 
For yetthereshope enough to winthedaies 
Thenlet vs backe to cheere our fainting troopes, | - 
Left they retire now we haue left the field. _ 
War. How now my Lords?what hap,what hope of good? 
Enter Richard rnwning. : 
Rich. Ah VVarwicke,why haft thou withdrawne thy ¢-lfe; 
Thy nobie ‘ather in thathick eft throngs, 
Cride {till for Warwicke his thrice yvalient fonne, . 
~ Vnitill with thoufand {words he was befet, 
», And manie wouudes made in his aged breft: 
And ashe totering fate vpon his fteede, 
~ He waft his hand to me and cried alouds 
Richard, commend-me to my yalient fonne, 
And ftill he‘cried, Wanvicke reuenge my death, 
And with thofe words he tumbled ofhis horfe, 
And fo the noble Salsburte gauc vp the Ghoft. 
War. Then let che earth bé drunken with his bloud, 
‘He kill my horfe becaufe I will not flic: 
And heere to God of heaucn I make a vow, 
_ Neuer to paffe from forth this bloody field, 
Till Fam tull reuenged for his death. 
Edw. Lord Warwicke,| doe bende my knees with thine, 
And in that vow,now ioyne my foule to thee, . 
Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kinges, 
Vouchlafe a gentle viGorie to vs, 
Or let vs die before we loofe she day. 
Georg. Then let vs hafte to cheare the Souldiers harts, 
And call ¢hem pillers that will Randto vs, 
And highly gromife toremunerate — 
Their truftie feruice, in thefe dangerous warres. 
Rich, Come,come away, and {tand not to debate, 
For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 
Brothers, giue me your handcs, and let vs part, 
And take our leaues, vntill we mecte againe, 
Where ere it be,in heauen or in earth. 
Now I that never wept,now mele in woe, 
_ To fee thele diremithaps continuefo. Warwicke farewell. 
oo Oo PttiCw, 


The Tragedie of Richard D.of . 
PV ar. Adtaygpnay,cneeat nee fweet Lords facil 
: ‘\Exeudt Onmes. ° r : . 
Alarnsss aiatonn' enter Richard atonedore, 4 
_ and Clifford at an other. ° —_~ = >" F 
Rich. A Chiford a (lfford. ye ?- 
| Chf.A Richarda Richard. ) : 
Rich, Now Clifford, for Yorke sry young Rutland death, 
This thirfie {word that longsto drinke thy bloud, ) 
Shall loppe chy limbes,and flice thy‘cutfed heart; 


Fortoreuenge the murthers thou haft made. : |G a 
- Clif Now “Richard. I am with thee here alone," Py 
This is che hand thas {labd thy father Yorke, :°°?- is a 


And this the hand chat flewthy brother Ruslends ° 
And hecr’s the heart chat triumphs in their deaths, — 
And cheeres thefe hands that flew thy fire and brother, 
Tocxecute thelike vpon thy {elfe, o 
And fo hauc at thee. 
Aas trey fioht el then enters Warwicke 52 rif ues 
Richard, ar licen Excaah omnes, Alarmés 
Still,and thea enter Henrte folus: 
Gen. Oh gratious God of heauen looke downe on ys, 
And fet fome endes to thefe inceflant oriefes, 
How like a mattleffe fhip vpon the Scas, 
This wofullbattaile doth coutinue ftijl: 
* Now leaning this way, nowto'that fidedriue, - . 
And none dothknow to whoine the day will fall,” 
‘O would my death mightftay thefe crucll iarres3°- 
Weuld I had neuer rai ignde,nor nere binking. , 
eM zrerct and Cliford,chide me from the field, ’ 
Swearing they had beft fucceffe when I was thence: 
Would God that ] were dead, fo all were well, | 
Or would my crowne fuffice,] were content,’ we me ae - 
To yeeld it them and liue a 1 private life. ) 
"Enter a Souldier witb-a dead man in his armes. 
Seu. I]t blowes the wind that profitgnobodic, 
‘This man that ] haue flaine in fighttoday’ ~:~ 
May-be pone of tome nore of Crownes, «2 - e 


_ And 


~~ 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. ~ 
And I will fearch tofindethemifl ¢anji'y fos > 
But {tay s me thinkes itis my tachers face, 
Oh I, tis he;whom I haue flaine in fight, : ~~ 
From London was I preft out by the King, 
My father he came on the part of Yorke: 
And in this confliét Ihaue flaine my father,. —¢ 
Oh pardon God, Iknew not what | did, — 
And pardon father for 1 knew'thee nor’ 
Enter an cther Soulder with a dead man. | 
2.Sonl. Lie there,thou that foughe{t with me fo flourly, 
» Now let me fee what ftore of gold thou haft, -s. 
But ftayyme thinkes this is no famous face; 
/Ohvno, it is my Sonne chat I haue flaineinfight, _ | 
O monilrous times, begetting fuch cuents, 
How cruell,bloodie,and ironious, 
This deadly quarrel! daily doth beget, 
Poorc boy diy tather gauc the life to late, 
And hath bereau’d thee of thy life too foone, 
Kmg.W oe aboue woe,gticfe more then common griefe, 
Whilft Lions warre,and battaile for their dens, 
Poore Lambs do fcelethe rigour of their wraths: 
The Redrofe and the Whight are on his face, 
The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes, ~ 
Wyther one Rofeand let the other flounth: 
For if you firiue,ten thoufand lives mutt perith. 
1 Soul How will my Mother for my fathers death, 
Take on with me,and nere be fatisfide? 
2. Soul. How will my wife for flaughter.of her fonne, 
Take on with me,and nere be fatisfide? 
King. How will the people now mifdeeme their King? 
Oh would ny death their mindes could fatisfic. 
1. Soul. Was cuer fonne fo rude, his-fathers blood to fpill? 
2.Soul, Was ever ‘ather fo vnnaturall his fonne to kill? 
King. Was eucr King thus precud and vexed {hill? 
1 Soul. Hebeare thee hence from this accurfed place; 
For woe is me¢ to fee my fathers face, | 
' : Exit with his father. 
2.Soul, Re beare thee hence,and Jetchem fighe thac will, 
“ ; D 3° For 
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oe . ~ . wa. se : : 
(Alaa, Weepe wretched man, lle lay thee ceare for ceare,’¢ ; 
_  HerefitsaKing, as woe begoneas thes, 66) how. 


“ °" eAlarmes and enter.the Queene. 


fy» 


' ’ ; ; . “ i: Rivet rs 
, Queene. Away my Lord,co Barwicke prefently, .:/).. 


- , Thedayis loft, our friendes are murdered,: | 
No hopeis left-for vs; thereforeaway. . © .- 
7 | Enter Prince Edward... 


“ 
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. 


Sd 
° . 2 
° " 


‘Prince. Oh father fliequr men haue left the Fields 


_ Take’ horfe fweete father, let vsfauc our felues. . ste 
| , Enter Exeter. ln 


Exet. Away may Lord,for vengarice come along with hime Je 


Nay, @and not to expottulate; make hatte, 
Or elfe come after, Heaway before... 


K. Hen. Nay flay good Exerer, for fle along with thee. , & 


” * Enter Chfford,wounded with an arrow in bis neckes > 
Cif. Heereburnes my candle out, a 
That whilft ic lafted,eaueking Henry light. - 
~ Ah Lancafter,] fearethine ouerthrow, . 
More then my bodyes parting from myfoule. 9” 
My loue and feare,glude many friendes to thee, 
And now] die,that rough commixture melts. 


Impairing Hezry Rrengthened mifproud Yorke, . 


‘ee Nye oF 
- v2 F 


Thecommon people {warime like fommer Flies: 9° 


- And whither fites the Gnats,but tothe Sunne? 
Aad who fhines now but Henries enemie? 


>» Oh Phabus,hadtt thon never giuen confent 


~~ That Phaeton fhould checkethy fierie fteedes, 
Thy burning carrehad neverfcorcht the earth. __ 
And Henry hadft thou liu’d as Kings fhould doe, 
And as thy father,and his fatherdid, a saat 
Giuing no footeynto the houfe of Yorké, 
T,and ten thoufand i this wofull land, 
Had leftno mourning Widdowes for cur deathes: 


And thou this day hadf kept thy Throne in peace, © % 
For what doth cherifh Weedes but gentle Aire? _ a 
ao oe F iii — 2 And. : 
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Yorke, abd Henrie the fixtss 

-And what makestobbers bold,but lenetic?. °° 
Booteleffe are plaintes, and cureleffe are my woundes: 
Noway to flie,no ftrength te hold our flights . 
Thefoeis mercileffe,and will nog pittie me; 

‘And at their handes I haue-deferude no pittie.. 

The aire is got into my bleeding wonndes, 
Andmuch effufe of blood doth make me fainte: 

Come Yorke and Richard, Warwicke,and therelt, 

I Rtabde your fathers,now come fplit my breft. - 


Enter Edward,;Richard, andWarwicke, 

ti. and Souldvers. . ‘a’ 
. Edy. Thus fatre our fortunes keepes an vpward courfc, 
And we are graft with wreathesof victories 
Some troupes purfue the bloodie minded Queene, 
That now towardes Barwicke doth pofteamaine,” 
But thinke you that Ciiford is fled away withthem? 
- War. No,tisimposfiblehe fhould efcapes 
For though before his face I fpeake the wordes, 
Your brother Richard mark: him for the graue, 
And where fo ere he be, 1 warrant him dead. 


Chifferd gronesand then ayes. 
Edw, Harke,what fouleis this that takes his heauic leaue? 
Rich, A deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 
Edw. See who it is,and now the batrailes ended, 
Friend or foe,lerhim be friendly vied. se 
Rich, Reuerfe that doome of inercie, fer tis Cifford, 
“Who kildour tender brother Ruthiad, ~~ , ; 
And ftabd our princely Duke of Yorke. 
War. From off the gates of Yorke fetch downe the head, 
Your fathers head which (ifford placed there, 
In ftead of thar, let his fupply the roome. - 
Meafure for meafure mult be anfwercd. | 
Edw. Bring foorth that fatall skricch-Owle to our houle, 
That nothing fung to vs but blood and death, , 
Now his yll boding tongue no more hall {pcake, 
_ War. Uthinke his ynderftanding is berett. 
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i Say Ch ff ord, doftdioukshow ‘whoifpeakestorthee Pore Lal, 
Darke ¢loudie‘death orefhades his beames offifes:. :..:«. 


And he nor (ees not hearesvs what wedaya sao. 0s 
Rich. Oh would he did,and fo perhaps | 2B doth, - awit 
And tis his pollicieinthe time of death, .. we hat A 

- He might auoyde fuch bitter ftormes as he: fogs ott oe 


_ In his houre of deatindid giue vnto our chasis ess leew 
Geor. Richara,if thouthinkeft fo, vex him with. eger words. . 
_. Rich, (ifford,aske mercie,and obtaine no grace. 
Edw, Chfford, repentin bootleffe penitence. . 
_ War. Clifford, deuife excufesforthy faults;..2 +. 
a: Whilft we deuife fell cortures for thy faule.. 
ch, Thowpittiedf{t Yorke,and I am fonne to Yorke. . 
Edy. Thou pitried{t Rutland,and 1 will pittie thee: 
Georg. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now? . 
War. They mocke thee Chfard sfweare'as thou waft Wont. 
- ‘Rich. What not.an o8theN oF) theo, hknow hee’sidead..:. 
Tis hard,when Cif-rd cannot foord his friend an athe. 


By this,1 know hee’s deadsand by my foule, . © «3 is } 
Would thisright hand buy but an howers life, . 9103 ->f 
That Fin all contempt mightraileathims: 2. na ‘! a 


Ide cut it.cff,and with the iffuing-blood, 
Stifle tlie villaine, whofe inftanched thirft, 
Yorke and young Rutland could not fatisfie. | 
War. 1,but he is dead; off-with the craytors heady. 
And reare it ia the place your fathers fandese. : 
And now to London with triumphant marchs: <> «: nig ge | 
There to be crowned Englands law fall ‘King: |: ’ 
From thence shall Warwicke croffe the feasto Pratcts 
And aske the Ladie Bona for thy Queene; °° 85 
So fhalezhou finew boththefeLandestopithers .. . .... 
And hauing Fraunce thy friend,thou needtt ndt dreads 
The (cattered foe,tliat hopestot rifelagaineccc etn 
And though they cannot greatly ftingtohurr,, ~~ 2) 
“Yet booke to haue them bufi ie, to cffendthisie caress 3 
Firft He'fee the egronationdone; 22° ik 
_ And afterward Heagfle the feasto Fraunces nae 
Pee effe& this — pleafemy Lord?? 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 


Edw. Euen asthou wilt,good MWartwicke let it bes, 
But firlt before we go,George kneele downe, (word, 
Wee here create thee Duke of Clarence; and girt thee with the 
Our younger brother Richard, Duke of Gloce|ter. 
IVanvicke as my felfe fhall do and ynco,2s him pleafeth beft. 
Rich. Leeme be Duke of Clarence; George of Ghfters 
For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous, 
War, Tufh,thats a childith obferuation. 
‘Ric hard be Duke of Glofter. Now to London, 
To fec thefe honors in poflesfion. Exeunt onenes. 
x 
Enter two Keepers with bow and arr owes, 
Keeper. Come,lets take our ftandes ypon this hill, 
Atid by and by the Deere will come this way: 
But ftay,here comes a man, letsliften him awhile. 
Enter King Henrie difguifde. 
Han. From Scotland am | ftolnc even of pure loue,. 
And thus difouifde,to greet my natiue Jana. 
No, Henrie no, It is no land of thine, 
No bending knee will call thee Cefar now, 
No humble furers {ues to thee for right : 
For how canft chou helpe them,and not thy felfe? 
Keeper. I marry fir,hereis a Decre,bis sixin is a Keepers ice. 
Sirra {tand clofe; for as I thinke, thisis the King, 
King Edwardhath depofde. 
Hen.My Queene & fonne,poore foules,are gone to Fritzse, 
And(as  hearc)the great commaunding Wariy:chy, 
T o intreate a marriage with the Lady Bea: 
Ifthis be cruc;ypoore Queene and Sonne, 
Your labour is but fpent in yaine: | 
For Lewis is a Prince foone wonne with wordcs, 
And Warwicke isa fubtill Orator 3 
He laughes and faycs,his Edvard is inftalde. 
- She weepes, and faves, her Arenrie is depoides 
He onhis right hand, asking a wife for Edivard; 
She on his left Gde,crauing ayde for Ferrie. 
Leeper. What art thouthat talkes of Kingsand Queenes? 
Hen. More then I fecme; for leile 1 fhould not be, 
ce A. 
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A man at leaft,and more! cannot be, 1 
And men may talke of Kings;and why not I? 
Keep. \,but thou talkeft as if chou wert a King thy felfe. 
Hen. Why fo [am in minde,though not in fhewe. 
Keep. And ifthou be a King,where is thy Crowne? 
fen. My crowne is in my heart,not on myhead. 
My crowne is cald Contentsa crowne that Kingos do feldme 
times enicy. 
Keep. And if thou be a King,Crownd with Content, 
Your crowne content,and you,muft be contenc 
‘To go with vs vnto the officer : for as we thinke, 
You are our guondem King, K.Edwardhath depofde: __ 
And therefore we charge youin Gods name & the Kings, - 
Togoalong with vs vnto the Officers. 
Hen. (Gods name be fulfld,your Kinges name be obayde, 
And be you Kinges: commaunde, and lle obay, ze 
Exeunt Omues. 
Enter King Eduvard,Clarence and Glocester, Montague, 
_. Haftingsand the Laate Gray, 
K.Ed. Brothers of Ciarence,and of Giecester, 
T his Ladies husband heere,Sir Rienard Gray, 
Arthe barraile of Saint Albones did lofe his life, 
His landcs then were feazed on by the Conqueror: 
Her fute is now to repofleficthofe lands, -— = 
And fith in quarrel of the houfe of Yorce, ; : 
The noble gentleman an did lofe his lifes , 
In honour we cannot denie her fure, t . 
lo.Your Highnefle fhall do well to graunt it then. 
K Ed. 1,fo twill, bue yet ile make a paufe, 
Glo,1,is the winde in that dore? 
Clarence.\ {ee the Lacie hath fomehing to graunt, © 
Before the King will graunt her humble fute. | 
Cla. He knowes the game,how well he keepes the winde. 
K.Ed,Widdow,come fome other time to kaow our mind. 
LeMay iz pieafe your Grace, l cannot brooke delayes, 
I befeech your Highnefle to ditpatchme now. §. (wit. 
K.Ed. Lords giue vs leaue,we meane to trie this widdows 
(441, good leaue have you. 


ce ; Glo, 








% Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
_ Glo. For you will haue leaue,till youth take leaue, 
And leave you to your crouch, 
: K.€d.Come hither widdow:How many Children haft 
Cla.Ithinke he meanestobegaChildon her. = (thou? 
_Gh.Nay- whip me then,hee’l rather giue her two, 
L4, Three my gratious Lord, 
Glo.You shall haue fouere and.-you will be rulde by him, 
, K.Ed. Were it not pittie they fhould lofe their Fathers 
Lz. Be pittifull chen dread L.and granticthem. lands? 
K.Ed.Ue tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 
La.So fhall you binde me to your highneffe fernice. 
K.Ed, What feruice wile thou do me,if I graune it them? 
La. Euen what your Highneffe thall commaund. 
Glo. Nay then Widdow Ue warrant you all your husbands 
If you graunt tode what he commaundes. (landes, 
Fight clofe,or in good fayth you catch a clap. 
Cla. Nay I feare her not,vnleffe the fail. 
Gio. Marte gods-torbot man,for heele take vantage then. 
La. Why fiops my Cord?thall {not know my taske 
K.éd, An eafie taske; tis but co loue a King. 
£2, Thats foone performd,becaufe | am a {ubiedt, 
K.Ed, Why thea, thy husbands lands I freely gine thee. 
La, \ take my leaue, with many thoufand thankes. 
Cla. The match is made, the feales it with a curtelie. 
K. Ed.Stay Widdow,ftay : What loue doft chou thinke 
I fue fo muchi to get? a 
. La. My humble feruice,fuch as Subieétes owes, 
and the Jawes commaundes, 
K.Ed. No by my troth, I meane no fuch loue, 
Butto tell cheethe troth,I aime to lie with thee. 
La. To tell youplaine my Lord, had rather lie in prifons 
K. Ed.Why then thou canft not get thy husbands lands, 
La, Then mine honeftic thall be my dower, 
For by that loffe,I will not purchafe chem, 
K.&d, Herein thou wrongtt thy children mightilie. 
La. Herein your Highneffe wronges both them and me: 
Bucinightie Lord,this merri¢ inclination, 
Agrees not with the fadaefle of my fure, 
a ee Pleafe 
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Plerfeit your Highnes to difmiffe me citer with ! or no?” 
K.£dsLifthou layI,comyrequeitg 2 2 tre: 
No, if thou fay:no,to my ‘demaund. jo 
LaThenno my Lord,my fute is at an end, « 
Glo, The widdow hkes him not, the bens the brow. 
(la. Why,hets the biunreft woer in Chriftendome. — 
K, Ed. Her lookesare all repleate wita Maicttie. 5 
Onc way or other fheis fera King. 


#Aind the fhall be my loue,or elfe my Quecue, .. ee 
saic sthat king Eatyardtooke thee for his Queene? le 


La, Tis better faid then-done smy g gratious hone 
Tama fubic fit to ieaft withall, 


But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 7. PP ae 

K. Ed. Sweet widdow, by my ftate I fweare, ~. 7. 

li peake no more then what my heartintendst —- oh 
nd thatis to enioy theeformyloues 9. - 7. + : 


La, Andthatis more then I will yeeld vntog 
' Tknow Lam to bad to be your Queene: _ 
And yct to good to be your Goncubine, 
K.Ed. You cauill. widdow,I did meane my Queene. 
LaX our grace would be loth my fonnes oa call you 
Father. 
K.Ed.No more its — iny daughters al thee mother 
Thou art.a widdow, and thou haft (ome Children, 
And (by Gods nother) I being bur a Baccheler, | 
~Haue other fome : why tis a happie thing, -_ | 
To bé the father ofmanie Children: Re 
Argue no more,for thou fhalt be iny Queene. 
Glo. The ghoftly father now hath done his thrift, 
Cla. When he was madea fhriuer twas for fhift. 
_K Ed, Brothers you mufe what talke the widdow andI- 
haue had,you wold thitkeis ftrange if I fhould marrie her. 
- Cla. Martie her my Lord,to whom?. 
K Ed. Why Clavence,to my felfe. | ~~ 
Cl. That would be ten daies wonder attheleaft.°  - 
Cla.Why-thats a daie longer then a wonder lafis, 
Gite. And fo much more are the wonders in extreames. — 


. K Ed, Well,ieatt on Brothers, ( cantellyou, . ° o 0! 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
Her fate is graunced, for her hufbands lauds. 


Cuter a eNepenger. 
Me, Andac pleafle your prace,Henrie your foe is taken, 
And brougitas prilouer to your pallace gaces. 
K &d, Away with hum,and fend bun tothe Tower: 
And lets go gucition with the man about his apprehenfion, 
Lords along, and viechis Ladichonourably. Evcaiils 


eALanet G loster and fpeakes. 

Gle1, Eduvard will vie womcn honourably, 
Would fic were walled, marrow, bones and ail, 
T hat from his loynes no rflue mighttucceed, 
To hinder inc trom the golden tine look tor: 
For fam notyet lookt on inthe world. i 
Firft is there Edvvara sClar euce,and H. Cnrie, 

And his fonne,and all they looke for iffue 
OF their loynes,cre 1 can plant my felfe; 
A colde premeditation for my purpote, 
What other pleafure is there in the world befide? 
I will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 
And lull my felte within a Ladies lappe, 
And witch tweet Ladies with my wordes and lookes. 
Oh monftrous inan to harbour {uch athought, 
Why, loue did fcorne me in my mothers wombe: 
And for { should not deale in her affaires, 
She did corrupt fraile nature in the fleth, 
And plaft an enuious mountaine on my backe: 
Where fits deformitic,to mocke my bodie, 
To dry mine arme vp like a withered Shrimpe, 
To make my legges of an ynequall fize, 
And am Ithen aman to be delou’d? 
Fafier for me to compafie twentie crownes. 
Tut,I can finiie,and murder when | {mile: 
I cry content to that,that preeues ine inolt. 
Ican adde colours to the Camelion, | 
And for aneed,change fhapes watht Prothens, 

And tet the afpyring Cataku to {cl:oolce Be 


~. 


Can 
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Can doe this,and can net get the Crowne? 
b ulh,were ictenciines higher, Ie pull ic downe. Exit, 


Cuter Kina Levvis and the Lady Bona, and Queene 
Margaret, Prince € dvvard,and Oxford, 
and others. 
Levy. Welcome Q. Margaret to the Court of Frannce,. 

Ic fitsnot Levuzs co fic while chou doft {tand, 

Sit by my fide,and here I vow to thee, : 

hou thalt have ayde torepofleffe thy right, 

And beate proud Edward from his vfurped feate, 

Aud place king Henry in his former rule. 
Queen. Uumbly chanke your royall Maieftie, 

And pray the God of heauen, to biefle thy ftate, 

Great King of Frannce,chat thus rezardes our wronges, 

Enter Warvuicke, 
Lev. How now, Who is this? 3 
Queen. Our Earle of Varvvicke,Edwards chiefett friend. 
cy. Welcome braue Warw ick,what brings thee to France? 

War. From worthy Ediv ard King of Exgland, 

Niy Lord and Scueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindneffe and vnfaigned loue, 

Firfite do greetinges to thy royall perfon, 

Aud then to craue a league of amitie : 

And laltly,to confirme that amitie, 

With nuptiail knot, if chou vouchfafe to graunt. 

T hat vercucus Lady Bona thy faire filter, 

To Exglands King in lawfull marriage. , 4 
Qaien. Aad if this goe forward,all our hope is done.. 
War. Aud gratious Madam,in our Kinges behalfe, 

Tam commaunded, with your loue and fauour, 

Hunibly co kiffe your hand,and with my tongue. 

To tell the pasfions of my Soueraignes hart:: 

Where fame late centring at his heedfulleares, _ 

Hath ptaft thy plorious image and thy Aertues, 

Oucen. King L:wis and Lady Bona, heare me {psake,. 


t 


Se 
Before you anfwere VVarwicke or his wordes, 


For hie it is hath done vs all thefe wronges. 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt, 


How dareshe prefume to vie vsthus? 
Queen. This prooucth Eatyards loue,& WarWicks honefty. 
V Var. King Lewes, here protelt in fight of heauen, 
And bythe hope I haue of heauenly bliffe, 
That 1 am cleare from this mifdeede of Edyards, 
No more my King, for he difhonours me, 
And moft himfelte,if he could fee his fhame. 
Did I forgec that by the houfe of Yorke, 
My father came yntimely to his death? . 
Did I let paffe the abufe done to my Neece? 
Did Limpale him withthe regall Crowne, 
And thruft king Henrie from his natiue home? 
And mott vngratefull doth he vfe me thus? 
My gratious Queene, pardon whacis patt, 
And hencefoorth [ am thy true feruitour: 
I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henrie in his former ftate, | 
‘ Queen. YesVVarwicke I do quite forget thy former faults, 
If now chou wilt become king Henries triend: a 
War. So much his friend; I, his vnfaigned friend, 
Thatif King Lewes vouchfafe to furnith vs 
Wich fome few-bandes of chofen Souldiers, 
Tle vnderrake to land them on our coaft, 
And force the Tyrant from his feate by warre. 
Tis not his new made Bride fhall fuccour him, 
Lew. Then at thelaft,I firmely am refoiu’d, ' 
You fhall haue ayde: | —< 
And Englith Adeffenger returne in poff, 
And tell falfe Edward,chy fuppofed King, 
That Levves of Fraunce,is fending ouer Maskers, 
To reuell ic with him and his new Bride, 
Bona, Tell him,in hope heele be a Widower fhortly, 
Ile weare the Willow Garland for his fake. 
Queen. Tell him,my mourning weedesbe layde.afide, 
And Iam readie to put Armour on, 
War. Teli him from me,that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile vncrownehim er’t be long, 
Ther’s thy reward; begone, a 
FE. «Ley. 
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Lew. But now tell me Warwicke,what aflurance 
} thall haue of thy true loyaltie? 
‘War. Eoisihail aflure my confant loyaltie, 
it chac ous Queene and this young Prince agrees 
Lieroyne mine eldett Daughter and my ioy, 
‘do hun fortowith in holy wedlockes bands. 
Rice.With ali my heart,thacmateh I like full well, 
Louc her Sonne Edird,fhe is faire and young, 
And pie thy hand to VVanwvicke for thy Joue. 
Lew.Jt 1s enough,and now we will prepare, 
Toa levic Souldiers for to go with you. 
And you Lord Byrbom,our high Admiral, « 
Shall wate them larelie co dae Englifh coat, 
Aine chale proud &dward from his flumbring traunce, 
For mocking marriage with the name of Fraunce. 
Uva lcame trom &dyardas Embaffadour, 
Purl rerurne his {woorne and mortall foe? 
Niatter of marriage was the charge he gaue me; 
Lutdreadull warre {hall anfvare his demaunde, 
Dac henone elie romake a ftale bue me? 
Vhennone but ipfliadsurné his ieft to forrows 
1 was the chiete thacrafde bim to the crowne, 
And lie be chiefe to bring aim downe againe, 
Wor char 1 pitue Henries mileric, 
Bur leeke reuergeon Eduvarcis mockeric. Exit 
Enter Kins Edvard, the Queene,and ( larence, 
Giojcer, Adontcgue, Al Stings and 
Penbirocskewith folders. 
Ed. Brothers of (larence,and of G lecester, 
What thinke you of our marriage with the Ladie Gray? 
Cla.My Lord,we thinke as 7” Varwicke and Lews . 
That are fo flacke in iudgment,thac theyle takeno offence at 
this fuddaine marriage, Ki 
K.€aSuppofe they do; they are but Lewis, and War witk¢, 
And Lam vourKingtand UUarwickes,And will be obaied. 
Glo, And fhail, becaufe you are our king, but yet fuch fud- 
daine marriages feldome proucth well -- ed 
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Yorke; and Henrie the fixt, — 


Ed. Yea brother Richsrd,are you againf vs too? 

Glo. Not I my Lord: n0,God forfend that I fhould 
Once gainelay your highneffe pleafures 
1,& ewerce a pittie co funder them chat yoake fo wel togither. 

Ed. Setting your fcornes and your difkes afide, 

Shew me fome reafons why the Lady Gray 
May not be my Louc,and Englands Queene? 
Speake treely Clarence,Glofter, 
Afontague,and Hastinges, 

(la. My Lord,then this is my opinion, 

T hat Warwicke being difhonoted in his embaflage, 
Doth feeke renenge,to quite his iniuries, 

Glo. And Lewis,in regard of his filters wronges, 
Doth ioyne with Warwicke,to fupplant your ftate. 

Ed. Suppofe that Lewzs and Warwick: be appeald, 

By fuch meanes as ! can belt deuife? 

Mont.But yet to haue ioyned with Fraunce in this 
Alliance,wwould more haue {trenethned this our 
Common wealth, gainft forraigne ftormes; 

Thenany home bred marriage. 

Ht. Let England be true within it felfe, 

We need not Fraunce nor aity alliance with them. 

Cl2.For this one fpeache the Lord Ha/lings well deferuies, 
To haue the daughter and heire of the Lord ange: ford. 

Ed, Andwhat thenle was our will it fhould be fof 

Cis, Y,and for fuch athing too,the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your handes,to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bonjield, and left your 
Brothers to goe feeke elfe where:but in 
Your madnes, you buric brotherhood. 

Ed. Alaffe poore Clarence, is it for a wife; 

That thou are mal-conrent? 
Why man be of good cheere,I will prouide thee one. 
Cla. Nay, you plaide the broker fo i!l for your fel{e, 
T hat'you fhall giue me Icaue to make my 
Choy fe as Ithinke good : andto thatintent, 
I fhortly ineane to leaue you. 
Ed. Leaue me or tartie, 1 am fuil — ta 


ad 
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Edw:rd willnot be tied to his brothers wills. 

Quee My Lords.do me but right,and you mutt confcfle, 
Betore it plealde his highnefleto aduance | 
My {tate to title ofa Queene, 

That I was not ignoble in my birth. 

Edy, Forbeare my Loue,to fawne vpon their frownes,. 
For thee they muft obay,nay fhall obay, . 
And if they looke for fauour at my hands. | 

Mont. My Lord, heere isthe meffenger retutnde from, 

(Fraunce - 


av 
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Enter a Meffenger. 
Edw. Now firra,W hat letters,or what newes? 
Mef. No letters my Lord;and fuch néwes,as without your 
Highneffe fpetiall pardon, I dare not relate. 
Edvy.We pardontheesand as necre as thou canft,tell me 
Whaclaid Lewisto our letters? 
eMef. At my departurethefe were his verie wordes, 
Gotell falle Edward,thy fuppoled King, 
‘That Lewis of Fraunce is fending ouer Maskers, 
Yo rcuellit with him and his new bride. 
Ed., IsLewis fo brane?belike he chinkes me Henry. 
Bus what faide Lady Bonato thefe wrongs?” (fhorcly, 
AML. Vell him(quoth fhe)in hope hee'l proue a widdower - 
Le weare the willow garland for his fake, 
Ed. She had the wiong indeed;the could fay litle leffe: , 
But what {aid Herries Queene ? for as I hheare fhe was then in 
piace, 
: /:4:{.T ell him(guoth fhe)my mourning weedes be dones 
And! am readieto put armour on. 
Ed. Then belike fhe meanes to plaice the e4mzxzon, 
Bue whias taid ai wicke ro thefe iniuries? 
Mf He more incenfed then the reft my Lord, 
Tell birn(quoth he)that he hath done me wrong, 
Aud theretore Ile yncrowne him er’t be long. - | 
Ed.Ha, Durit the traitour breath out fuch proud words 
But I wiilarme meco preuent the worft. 
Bur v-hat,is Warwicke friends with eMargaret?. . « 
Mef \iny good Lord, they are fo hinktin ence nee 
1a 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 


T hat young Prince Edvverd matries VV arvvickes daughier. 
(ia. The clder?belike Clarence fha!l haucshe younger? 
All you that loue me,and VVarwick-, follow me. 
~ Exit Clarence,and Sommerfet. 
Ed Clarence,and Sommerfet,fled to Warwick? 
What faic you brother Ricoara,will you ftand to vs? 
Glo, 1,:ny Lord,in detpight of all chat fhal withftand yous 
For why hath nature made ine halt down right, 
But that I fhould be valientand ftandco it?.. 
For if I would, [ cannot run away. 
Ed. Penbrocks,vo raifean armic prefently, 
Picch vp my Tent;for in the field this night, ! 
I meanc to reft : and on the morrow morne, om 
He march to meet proud Wanvieke,ere he land 
Thofe ftrazling troopes, which he hath got in Fraunce: 
But ere] goc eAontague anil F.aslings, 
You of all che reft are necret{t atied 
In bloud ro Wartveches:hertcre cell me, if 
You fauour him more then meyer not? 
Speake trulte. for ] had rather haue you open encmics, 
Then hollow triendes. 
MonSo Go: helpe Montague,as he prones true. 
Haft.And Haji mgs,ashe tauours Edwards caute. 
Ed Ae Mhall uffice:come then, lets march away. 
sb Exeunt Onsiies, 


Enter Warwicke,and O-ctnford, with Souldiers. 
War. Truft me my Lords,all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers fwarme to ys. 
Bur fee where Sommerfet and Clarence comes. 
Speake fuddenly my Lords,are we all triends. - 
Cla.Feare not that my Lord. 
VVar. Then gensle Clarence welcome vito Warwicke. 
And welcome Sommer‘er. [hold it cowardile, 
To reft miftruftfall, where a noble heart: 
Hath paund an open hand,in figne of louc. 
Elfe might I chinke that Clarence, Eavwar!s brother, 
Were but a faigned friend to our proceedings: 
; F 3. Bue 
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But welcome fweeté Clarence,my daughter fhalbe thine, 
And now what reftes but in’nightes coucrture, 
Thy brother being carelefly encampr, 
His Souldiers lurking in the towne about, 
And but attended by 2 fimple guarde, 
We may furprife and take him at our pleafures 
-‘OurSkoutes haue found che aduenture verie eafiet 
Then cry King Henrie,with refolued mindes, 
And breake we prefently into his tent. 
Cla. Why then lets on our way infilent fore, 
For UVarwicke and his friends,God and Saint George. 
War. Thisis his Tent,and fee where his guard doth {tand. 
‘Courage my Souldiers,now or neuer, 
But follow me now, and Edward fhall be ours, 
ell. A VV arwicke, aWarwicke. 


eAlarmes, andGlofter and Elaftings fises. 
Oxf. Who goes there? - ; 
War. Richard and Haftinges,let them go: here is the Duke. 
Edy. The Duke,why Warwicke,when we parted laft, 
thou caldft me King? 
V Var. ¥,but the cafe is altred now. 
When youdilgraft mein my Embaffage, 
« Then I difgraft you from being King, | 
And now amcometo create you Duke of Yorke. 
Alaffe how fhould you gouerne any Kingdome, 
That knowes not how to vfe Embaffadours, 
Nor how to vfe yourbrothers brotherly: 
Nor how to {hrowd your felfe from enemies. 
Echy. Well Warwicke,let Fortune doe her worlt, 
Edvard in minde will beare himfelfe a King, 
War. Then for his minde,be Edvard Englands king, 
But Henxie now hall weare the Englifh Crowne. 
Goce conuey himto our brother Archbyfhop of Yorke, 
And when J haue fought with F eabraakahe his followers, 
Ile come and tellthee what the Lady Bena fayes: 
And fo fora while,farewell good Duke ofYorke 
; . Exennt fome with Edward. : : 
_ Ci. 








i 
a” 


Yorke, and Henrie the fixt, 


Cla. What followes now, all hitherto goes well, 
But we mutt difpatch fome letters to Fraunce, 
To cell che Queene of our happy foreune, 
And bid her come with {peede to ioyne with ys. 
UVar. I, thats the firft ching that we hayeto doe, 
And free king Henrie from imprifonmeat, 
And fee him feated in his regall throne. : 
Come, let vs hafte away,and having paft thefe cares, 
Ile poit to Yorke, and fee how Edvard fares, 
; ; Exennt ontnes. 


Enter Glofter,Haftings and fir William Stanly. 
Glo. Lord Hastmgs,and fir UUsliam Stanly, 
Know,that the caule I fent for you is this. 
I looke my brother with a flender traine, 
Should come a hunting in this Forreft heere; 
The Bifhop of Yorke befrendes him much, 
And lecs him vie his pleafure in che chafe: 
Now | haue priuily fent him word, 
How I am come with you to refcue him. 
And fee where the Hunt{man and he doth come. 


Enter Edward and a Aunt/man. 
Hunt. This way my Lord the Decreis gone. 
Ed. No this way Huntiman, fee where the Keepers ftand, 
Now brother and the reft, 
What, are you prouided to depart? 
Glo, 1,1, the horfe ftandes at the Parke corner, . 
Come to Linne,and fo take fhipping into Flannders. 
Ed. Come then : Haflings and Stantie, 
Iwill requite your loues, Bythop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from UVarwidles frownest 
And pray that Imay repofleffc the Crowne. - 
Now Huntfman what will you doe? 
Hyatf, Martie my Lord, ! chinke [had as good 
Goe with you, as tarry heere to be hangde. 
Ed, Come then,lets away with {peede, 
Extuni omnes. 
Enter 
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Enter the Queene and the Lord Riuers. oye: 
Riners. Tell me good Madam, Why is your Grace fo 
pafsionate of late?. | a 
Queene. Why brother.Rivors, heare younor the newes. .. 
Of that fuccefle king Edwardhadoflace? = LS 
Ris. Whartloffe of fome pitehe battaile again(t Warwicke 
Tuih,feare not faire Queene,butcaltthofe caresafide, 
Kiog Edwards noble minde,his honours doth difplays - 
And V¥arwicke may lofe,though then he got the day. 
Queen, If that were all, my griefes. were at an ends 
But greater troubles will (I feare)befall. 
iz. Whar?ishe taken prifoner by the foe, 
Tothe danger ofhisroyallperfonthen? —_— 
Queen, I,ther’s my griefes King Edwardisfurprifde, .. .% 
And led away,as prifon vnto Yorke. 


a ‘ 


Rut. T he newes is pesfing ftrange,I muft confeffes. oe 


Yetcomfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends, 
Then Lancafter at this time muft perceiue; 
That fome will fet him in his throne againe. 

Queen. God graunt they may:but gentle brother come, . 
And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, ‘_ 
Votill I come vatothe fan@uarie, 

There to preferue the fruire within my wombe, } 
King Edwards feed,true heire to Englands crowne, Exit. 


Enter Edvard and Richard, and Flaftinges with 
atroope of Elollanders. 

Ed. T hus farre from Belgia haue we paft the feas, 

And marcht from Roaxfpar hauen vito Yorke: 

But foft,the Gates are (nut; likenotthis.§ 9 0 2. 
Rich. Sound vp the Drumme, and call tham tothe walles, - 

s : a ez (ales. * 3) Ao ing 

Enter the Lord Maior of Yorke upon sheWalles, 
eMaior. My Lordes,we had notice of your comming, 

And thats the caufe we ftand vpon our garde, tai 
And fbut the Gates, for to preferue the Townes 
Henrie now is King,and we are fworne to hime 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
Ed, Why my Lord Maior, if Henrie be your King, 


| Edward Laty {ure at leaft,is Duke of Yorke? 


Maior. Tracth my Lord,we know you forno leffe. 

Ed. I craue hothing but my Dukedome. 

Rich. But when the Foxe hath gotten ia his head, 
Heele quickly make the body follow after. 

Haft,Why my Lord Maior,what ftand you vpon points? 
Open the Gates, we are king Henries friendcs. 

Muaior Say you fo,then lie open them prefently, 

‘ | Extt eMaior. 
Ric. By my faitha wife ftout Captaine, & cone perfwaded. 


T he eMator opens the docre, and bringes the 
Ed.So my Lord Maior,thefe Gates muft not be fhur, 
Buc in thecime of Warre : Give me the keyes. 
What,feare not man; for Edward will defend the towne 
and you,defpight of all your foes. 


Exter for Iohn ee. ountgommsery with 
Drumme and Souldsirs, 


. How now Richard, Who is this? 


Rich, Brother, this is Sir lohn —Aounegommery, 
A truftie friend, vnleffe I be deceiude. 
Ed, Welcome Sir Iohn, Wherefore come you in armes? 
Ser Iobn. To helpe king Edward in this time of formes, 
Ascuery loyall fubieét ought to doe. 
Ed. Thankes braue Afountgommury, 
Bur I onely claimemy Dukedome, 
Vaitill it pleafe God to fend thee reft. 
Sir Joby, Then fare you well. Drum ftrike vp and let ys 
March away : I came to ferue a Kingand nota Duke. 
Ed. Nay {tay Sir Jobn,and let vs firft debate, 
With what fecuritie we may doe this thing. . 
Sir Joba, What {tand you on debating:to be briefe, 
Except you prefently proclaime your felfe our King, 
He hence againe, & keepe them backe that come to fuccour 
you: why fhould we fight,when you pretende no title? 
r G. Rie, 


6 . 
‘ 


T he T racedie of Richard D.of 


Rich. Fie brother,fie,Rande you vpon tearmes? 
Retolic your (elfe,and lec vs claime the Crowne. 
E+. Laurrefolude once more to claimne the Crowne, 
And winit too,or elletolofe my life. 
Su Icha, Lnow my Soueraigne fpeakes hike himfelfe, 
Aad now will {be Edwards Champioa, 
Seuad Prumpets, for Edwerd (hatbe proclaymde. 
Leiyara the fourth by the grace of God,King of England ard 
Freunce,and Lord of Ireland ; 
And whotecuer gainlayes king Eawwards righe, 
By chis { challenge him co fingle fights 
Long hue Eatvarcd the fourth, 
fii, Long live Eaward the fourth, 
(ol. We thanke you all, Lord Maior,lead on the way, 
Tor chts night weele harboure hecrin Yorke, 
Andihen as carlie asthe morning funne, 
I itcesvp his beames aboue this Horifon, 
Wrecle march to London,to meete wich WarWicke, 
Aud pull talte Eleurse from the Regall throne. 


Encer Warwitke ana C Larence,wit y the Crowre,and ther 
king Henvie,and Oxford,and Sammerfet, and the 
young Earle of Richmend, 


King. Thus from the Prifon to this princely feate, 
By Gods great mercies ain J brought againes 
Clarence and Wanyrcke do you keepe the Crowne, 
Arid gouerne and proteét ny Realme in peace, 
And I willfpend che Remnant of my dayes, 
To finnes rebuke, and my creators prayfe. 
Va. What an{weres Clarence to his Soucraignes will? 
Cle, Clarence agreesto what sang Henrie hikes, 
Kirg. My Lord of Sensmerfer,what prettie Boy is that, 
You feeme to be fu carefull of ? . 
Sm. And it pleafe your Grace, itis young Henrie, 
Earle ot Richmond. f 
Kwic, Henrie of Rickmond, Come hither prettie Ladde, 
Ifheaucnly powers doe atine arighe 7 


. To 








Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 


‘To my divining thoughtes,thou prettic boy, 
Shalt proue this Couutries bliffe, 

: Thy head is made to weare a princely Crowne, 
Thy lookes are all repleat wich Niaiefties 
Make much of him my Lordes, for this ishe, 
Shal helpe you more, then you are hurt by me. 


Enter one with a letter toV Var\yicke. 


Var. What counfell Lords? Edward from Belgia, 
~ With hattie Germaine and blunt Hollanders, 
Is palt in fafctie through the narrow feas, 
And wich his troopes do martch amaine towards London, 
And many giddic people follow him. 
Oxf. Tis belt ro looke to this betimes, 
For if this fire doc kindle any further, : 
Ic will be hard for vs to quench it out. 
VV ar An Warwicke (hire I haue true harced fricndes, 
Not mutinous in peace, y ct bold in warre, 
Them sill I mufter vp,and thou fonne Cinrence fhals 
In Efflex,Suffolke, Norfolke,and in Kent, 
Stirre vp the Knights and Gentlemento come with thee, 
And thou brother ALontague, in Leilter fhirc, 
- Buckingham and Northampton fhire halt finde, 
Men well inclinde todoo what thoucommaunds, 
And thou braue Oxford wondrous well beiou'd, 
Shalcin thy countries muller vp thy fricnds. 
My foueraigne with his louing Citizens, 
Shall reft in London till we come to hiin. 
Faire Lordes,take leauc and itand not to replict 
Farewell iny Soucraigne. 
King. Farewell my Aeccicr,my Troyes truc hope, 
Ver. Farewelliweete Lordes lets imcete at Coucntiic. 
el, Agreed. Lxcgat Cries. 


Enter Ecard and bis trarae, 
Fd. Seafe cn the thamclail Meare, 
And once agsinc conway hunto the Tower, 
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Away with him,] will net heare him {peake. 

And now towards Couentric lets bend our courfe, 

To meet with Warvuicke,and his confederates. oe 
Exeunt Omne, 


Enter V Varuvicke on the UValles. . 
VVor Where 1s the pott thac came from valient Oxford? 
How far hence isthy Lord,my honeft fellowe? : 
Ox. Pojft.By this at Daintrie,marching hitherward. 
Var. W here is our brother Aontague? 
Whereis the poft that came frome AZontague? 
Poff. A left him at Donfmore,with his troopes. 
VV ar Say Sommer field,where is my loucing fonne? 
And by thy gefle,how tarre is Clarence hence? 
Sows. At Southam my Lord, 1 left him with his force, 
And do expeét him two howers hence. | | 
War. Then Oxfordis at hand,| heare his dram. 


Enter Edward and his power. | 

G'9.See Brother where the furly Warwicke mans the wall. 

War.Oh ynbid fpightsis fpottull Edward come? 
Where flepz our {coutes? or how are they fedue’d? 
That we could haue no newes of their repaite? — 

Ed Now Warwicke,wilt chou be forie for thy faulies, 
And call Edward King, and he will pardon thee? 

IV ar. Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 
Confeife who fet thee vp,and puld thee owne: 
Call UU awicke patron and be penitent, = 
And thou hale thllremainethe Duke of Yorke. 

Glo.¥ had thought at leaft he would haue faidehe King, 
1 did be make the ieaftagaingt his will? - : 
_ WanT was PVarwicke,oaue the kingdome to thy brother, 
Ed.W liy then tis mine, if but by UVarwickes guift. - °> | 
UVar.1 bus thou art no e4¢las for fo great a waight, 
And weakiing WVarwvicke takes his guift againe, 
Elen-t? is my kings OVarivicre his fubiedt. 

£a.3 orethee gallant U@arovieke cell me this, 
"AV has is the bodie, when the head is off? 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
Glo. Alas that VVarvvicke had no more forefight, 


~ Bue while he fought to Reale the fingleten, 


The king was finely fingred from the decke: 
You left poore Heurse in the Bifhops pallace, 
And ten co one youle meet him in the Tower. 
_ Ed.Tiseuen fo,and yet you are ould UVarwicke ftill, 
War.O cheerfull collours:fee where Oxford comes? 


"Enter Oxford vvith drum and fouldicrs and all 
crie Oxford, Oxford,for Lancafter, Exeunt. 
Ed.The gates are open,fee,they enter in, 
Lets follow them,and bid them battailein the ftreetes. - 
f.No,fo fome other might fet vpon our backes, 


_ Wee'l ftay till all be entred,and then follow them. 


Enter Sonkmerfet with druim and fouldsers. 
Som Sommerfet Summ:rfetfor Lancafter. -- | Exeunt. 
Glo. T wo of thy name both Dukesof Sommerfet, 
Haue fould cheir Jiues vnto the houfe of Yorke,» 
Aad thou fhalt be che-third,and my {word hole. . 


9" Enter Montague, with drum and fuuldiers, 


Mon.eMontague,Montagne,for Lancaster. ExCunt, 


__. Ed.Traicerous Montague,thou and thy brother, 
_Shall decrlie abie this rebellious age. : 


Enter (larence,with drum and fouldiers, 
VV ar. find loe where George of Clarence,(weepes along, 
Of power enough to bid his brotiier batcaile. 
Cla.Clarence,Clavence,for Lancefter, ~ Exeunt. 
&t ru Brute,wilc thou fab Ce/ar too? i 


A patlic fircah to Gearge of Clarence. ~ . . 


Sound a Parlie,and Richard and Clarence whifpers sogether, 
aid then Clarence takes bisved Rofe ont ofhis . 
. Elatandthrowes it dt Warwicte. 
_ War. Come Clafence,come,thou wiltifV Varwicke call,” 
‘Cia.Father of Warwicke,know you what this meanes? 
Ithrow mine infamieatehee, : : an 
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I wil not riinate my fathers houfe, 
Wito gaue his bloud to lime the {tones togethers 
And fetvp Lancaster. Thinkeftthou 
That Clarenec 1 fo harfh vnnaturall, 
T olift his {word again{t his brothers life? 
And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee, 
Andto my brothers turne my blufhing cheekess 
Pardon me €:ty.7d,tor | haue done amifle, 
And Ricsard,do not frowne vpon me, 
Fox hence torch I will proue no more vaconftant. 
Ed Welcome Clarence,and tentimes more weleome,. 
Ten ifchou neuer hadit deferued our hate. 
Gl.\WVelcome good (Lerence,chisis brotherly. - 
1¥"2r.Oh palsing traitour,periurde,and vniuit. 
Ed.Now Warwicke, wilt thou leaue the Towne & fight? 
O; fhall we berate the ltones abour chine eares? 
_ Wasr.Why,L am not coopt vp heere for defence, 
Twil away to Barnes prelently, 
And bid chee battaile Edmara,if thou dareft. 
Ed.Yes Warwicke,he dares,and leades the way, 
Eordsto the field, faint George and vi€toric. 
Exenunt Omuess. 


ell erines and then enter Warwicke,oundca. 


Tar. Ah whois nie?Come to me friend,or foes 
And cell me who is vitor, Yorke, or VVarwicke?. 
Why aske I chav? my mangled bodie fhewes, 
Thatl muft veetd my bodietothe earth, / 
And by xy fal! the conqueft to my foes: . an” 
‘fms v ecldes che Cedarto the axes edge, | 
Whofe cimes gave fhelter to the princely Fagie, 
“nder whole fhadethe ramping Lion flepr, 
sole top ovaunch ouerpeer’d Joxes fpreading trees. 
‘Yhewriackles in my browes,now fild wich bloud, 
Were likened clt to Kingly fepulchers, 
For who liwd King but I could dig his grauc? 
And who durft hale, whea Warwick: bent his brow? | 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
Loe now my glorie fmeerd in duft and bloud, © 
My patkes,my walkes,my mannours that J had, 
Euen now torfake me,and of all my lands . 
Is nothing left me,but my bodies length. - , 
wae | 4 ‘i. yp 4 Fee 


Enter Oxford,andSommerfit. ©. 
Ox. Ah Warwicke,V Varwicke,cheere vp thy felfeand liue, 
For yet thereshope enough to win the day, : 
Our warlike Queene with croopesis come from Fraunce, 
And at South-hamrton Janded all her traine, | 
And inighteft thou liue,then would we never flie, 
UUar.Why,then I would not flie,nor haue now, 
But Hercules himf{elfe muft yceld to ods, - 
For many woundes receiu’d and many moe repaide, | 
Hach robd my (trong knit finewes of their ftrength, 
And fpitc of !pites necdes muft I'yeeld to death. 
Senm.Thy brother eAZontague hath breathd his laft, 
And at the pangs of death | heard him crie, 
And{faie, commend meto my valient brother, 
And more he would haue faide,and more he faidey 
Which founded like a clamour ina vaulte, - 
That could not bediflinguith: forthe founde, 
And fo the valiant Afontague gauc vp the ghoft. 
UVar.What is pompe,rule, faigne, but earth and duft? 
And liue we how wecan,yet die we mult: 
Sweet reft his foule,flie Lords,and faue your felucs, 
For UVarwecke bids you all farewell,to meet in Heauen. 
, ’ He diese 
Oxf. Come noble Summurfer, lets take our Horfe, 
And caufe retraite be founded through the Campe, 
That afl our friendes chat yet remaine aliue, 
May be awarn’d, and faue them felucs by flight.” 
That done,with them weele pott vnto the Queene, 
And once more trie our fortune inthe ielde. -  Ex.ambe, _ 


Enter Edward,Clarence,and Glofter with fouldicrs. 
Ed. Thus fti!l our fortune gives vs vidtorie, -! 
Axnd girts our temples With trinphant ioyes. - 


The 
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The bicboond Warwicke hath breathde his lat? 
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And heauen this day hath {milde vpon vs: ali A, 
; + 3! : 


_ Butin this cleere and brightfome days.2/:¢ =. 
Ifee a blacke fufpitiouscloude appeare? <2 

That will encounter with our glorious fiinne 

Before he paine his eafefull-wefterne beames, . ' 


I meané thofe powers which the Queene hath got in Frasuee, , 


Are landed,and meane once more to menace vs. 
Glo, Oxfurd and Somsmerfet are fled to her, 

And tis likelie if the haue time to breath, - - 

Her fation will be full as {trong as ours.’ mepe 
_ &d. We are aduertifde by out louiug friends, 

That they do holde their courfe towardes Tewxburies | 
Thither will we,for willingneffe rids way, 

And in euerie countie'as we paffe along, 

Our ftrengthes thall be augmented. Come, lets goe; 
For if we flacke this faire bright Summers daie, 


t * 
ccemte Sire 


Sharpe Winters fhowers will marreourhopeforhaie, = + 


Exeunt onmne. 


merfet,Wwith Drummse c Sonldsers. = 


Quece.Welcome to England, my loving friends of France, . . 


And welcome Som erfer and Oxford too. 

Once more have we fpread our Sailes abroads 

And though our tackling be almoft confumde, - 

And VVarvuicke as our maine-Maft ouerthrowne,. . . . 

Yet wathke Lordes,raife you that {turdie poft, 

T hat beares the failes to bring vs vnto reft. 

And Ned and 1 as willing Pilots fhould 

Foronce with carefull mindes guide onthe fterne, 

To beare vs through that dangerous guile; . ° :. 

That heretofore hath {wallowed vp our friendes. ~ 
Trince. And if there be,as God forbid there fhould, 

Amongft vs atimerous or fearefull man, | 

Let hin depart before the Battaile ioyne, 

Leaft he in time of need intife another, — 

And fo withdraw the Souldiers harts from vse 


Iwill 








Yorke, avd Henrie the fixt. 


T will not ftand aloofe and bid you fight, 
‘But with my {word preffe in the thickeft chrongs, 
And finple Edward from his ftrongeft guardes 
And band to hand,enforce him for to yeelde, 

Or leaue my bodic as witnefle of my thoughtes. 
Ox.Women and Children of fo high retolue? 
And warriours faint,why twere perpctuali fhame: 

Oh brauc young prince, thy noble Grandfather 
Doth liue agatne in thee: long mayeit thou liue, 
To beare his Image,and to renew his glories, | 
Som. And he that curnes and flies when fuch do fight, 
Let him to bed, and like the Owle by day, 
Be hiftand wondred at, if hearife, 


. Enter a Meffenger. 
Atef.My Lords, Duke Edward witha mightie power 
Ts marching hitherwards to fight with you: 
Ox. I thought it was his pollictetoteke vs vnprouided, 
but heere will we ftand,and fight ictothedeath, - 


_— Enter king Ed yard,Cla.Glo, Hast, and fouldiers, 
Ed.Sce brothers, yonder ftands the thornie woed, 
Which by godsafiltance and your prowefle, 

Shall with ourswordes ere night,be cleane cut downe. 
Que. Lords, Knightes,azud Genelemen,what I fhould fay, 
My teares gaintay: for as you tee, I drinke 
‘ihe water of mine cies. T hen no more but this, 

Ffenvis your king is pritoncr in the Tower, 

His!and and all our friends are quite diftreft, 

‘Aus yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all chis. 

Then on Gods name, Lords together crie, Saint George. 

21 Seint George tor Lincafter, 

Alr-nes to the Battaile, Yorke flies, thon the Chambers be dita. 
_ ged, T her exter tire King,Cla. Glo.ard the» eft ae prike it 
ereat fontyan? wit; For Verke far Tevkes ania thon 

the Qreene is taken, the TrinceOajer bets 
Suns, & then fonud.cp enter ail 2927 2 
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Ed.Lo heere a period of tumultuous broiles, : 
Away with Oxf.rd,co Hames Cafile (traight, 
For Summer{et,off with his guiltie head: 
Away, will not heare them {peake, 
Ox. For my part le not trouble thee with wordes. 


Exit Ox ord, 
SomNor I,but ftoope with patienceto my death. 
Exit Sommerfee + 


Ed Now Eaward,what fatisfaAlion canft thou make, 
For (lirring vy my fubicéts corebellion? : 
‘Priace.Speake like a fubic&, proud ambitious Yorke, 
Suppofe that lam now my tathers mouth, 
Refigne thy chaire: and where | Qand,kneele thou, 
Whilett I propote the felte fame weords to thee, 
Which traivour thou wouldft haue me anfware to. 
Quee Oh that thy father bad bin fo relolu’d. 
Glo. Thatyou might ftili haue kept your petticoate, 
And ncre haue ftolne the breech trom Lancafter, 
Trince. Let e&/op fable ina winters night, 
His currith Riddies fortes uot with this place. wa 
Glo. By heauen, brat le plague you for that word. 
Q vee.1,thou watt borne to bea plague to men, 
Glo.For Gods fake take away this captiue {cold. 
Prince. Nay take away this fcolding Crooktbacke rather, 
Ed,Peace wilfull boy,or I wall came your tongue, . 
(iaV neutered Lad,thou art to malapert. 
Prince. know my dutic,you are all yndutifull, 
Laiciuious Eaward,and thou periur’d George, 
And theu mithapen Dick:,] tell you all, 
lam your better, traitours as you be. ’ 
Ed. Take that, che lightnes of this rayler heere. 
Luce.Oh kill me too. : 
Glo. Martie and fhall. (die. 
Ed Hold Richard, hold, for we haue done to much alrea 
Glo. Why fhould the liue to fill the worlde with words, 
Ed."Nhat doth fhe {wound?make meanes for her recouee 
Gle.{larence,excute me tothe King my brother, _—_ (ies 
I mult to London,on a ferious matter, Ere 
: c 








Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 


Ere you come there,you fhall heare more newes. 
Cla, About what,prethee tell me? ao 
Glo. The Tower man,the Tower, Ile roote them out.. 
3 ; Exit Glofters 
Queene, Ah Ned,{peake to thy Mother boy, 
Ah thou canft not fpeake, 
Traitours,T yrants,blouddic Homicides: 
They that ttabd Cel fhed no bloud ac all, 
For he wasa man, this in refpeéta childe; 
And men nere fpendtheir furie on a childes 
Whats worfe chen tirant, that | may nane? me 
You hate no children Deuells ,if you had, - 
T he thought of them,would then haue ftopt your rage: 
Butifyou eucr hope to have a fonne, 
Looke in his youth to have him fo cut off,, 
As traitours you haue done thus {weet young Prince. 
Ed. Away ,and beare her hence, 
Que:.Nay,nere beare me hence,difpatch me here, 
Hecre fheath thy fword, Ile pardon thee my death. 
Wilt thou nor? 
Then Clarence,do thou doit, 
Cla.By heauen I would not do thee fo much eafe. 
Quee.Good Clarence do,fveet Clarence kill me too, 
(/4.Didt not thou heare me {weare I would not do it? 
— Quee.],but thou viet co forlweare thy felfe, 
Twas finne hefore,but now tis charitie. 
Wheres the Diuells butcher?hard fauourd Rechard, 
Richard where artthou2 
He is not heerc,Murder is hisalmes deed, 
Petitioners forbloud,he nere put backe. 
Ed. Away I faie,and take her hence per force. 
Quce.So come to you and yours,as to this pane | 
it. 
Edw.Clarence, whithers Gloster gone? 
Cla.Martic my Lord to London,as I geffe, 
‘To makea bloudie fu pperin che Tower. 
Ed.He is fuddaine,ifa thing come in his head. 


Well,difcharge the common Sou Idiers with pay, 
H 2. And 


Lhe Tragedte of RicharaD of. 
And thankes,and now let vs towardes Leadtal rt ly 
“Lo Ice our gentle Queene how fhe poth fare, ) bl eres" - 
For ey his(Lhope)ine hath a Sonne for vs; OY 
Exeunt Omness 


A 


Enter Gloster to King Henrie in she T oer. 
Gio, Good day tiny Lord. Whatat your Booke fohard? 
Hen, Liny good Lord. Lord I fhould fay rather; 
‘T is finneto Hatter,g ,good was little better, 
Good Gio fer, and good Duuell,were all alike, 
What tcencot Death hath Rofins now to a&t? 
Gio. Sulpition alwayes hauntcs a guiltie minde. 
éscn. The birde once himde,doth foate the farall wd 1 " 
And I the haplefle maile to one poore birde, 
Haue now the fatall obic& in mine eye, 
Where my poore young was limde, was caught and kilde, 
Giz. Way whata toole was that of Cre vere? | | 
That caught his fonne the cffice of a Lirde, 
Andyestor all that,the poore Fowie was drowne. 
fier, 1 Dedalus,smy peore fenae Tcaruss, 
‘Ld by facher AZinos,that Genie our courfe, 
gy hy brother Eaward, the Sunne that fearde his winges, 
An! chou the enuious Gulfe thacfwallowed him. 
Qo better can my breftabite thy daggers poynt, “’ 
Lbea can nrine cares that tragike hiftoric, . 
Glo. Woy, doit thou thinke { am an éxecutioner? 
Lien. A pertecucer Lam fure chou arts 
And ifinurden'g Innocentes be execuiicns, 
Then i know thou are an exccutioner. 
Gi. Thy tonne Lkilde for his prefumpzion. 
fden, Had@t thou bin kilde when firft thou didft prema, 
Thou hadithor liude tok la fonne of mine: 
ANG Cus I prophefic of thee; ‘i. a 
Thetmany a Widdow Forté Husbands death, | 
Aud many an Isfants water Rtanding eye, : a 
U2 eiomvesi tor their husbandes children for theirfathers, © * 
Spall curethe time that ener thou wert borne, j 
Sho Cie fhrike ac thy birth; an euill figne,. ~~ a 
7 7 . The. 
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Yorke, vad Henrie the fixt. 


The night-Crow cride,aboding luckieile tune. 

Dogges ioulde,and hidious tempeftes fhooke downe tices, 

The Kaucn rookt her on the Chiminies top, 

Andciacrering Pies in ditinall dilcord funy, 

Thy mother fede more then a niochers paing, 

And yet brought foorch lefle chen a mothers hope: vv 

To wit, an yndigeftereated lunipe, - 

Norlike che fruite of fuch a goeuly cree; 

Teeth hadtt hou in hy head whea thou waft borne, 

To henific chou caimit co bite the worldes 

Andittherceit be true that Lhaue heard, | 

Thou camltinto the world: Fie flabs hia 
Glo. Die Prophet in thy {peach, He heare io more, 

For this,amongtt the reft,was J ordainde, 
Hex. | aud tor much more flaughter atter his, 

O God forgiue my finnes,and pardon thee, Pe ates. 
Glo. What? will the alpyring blood of Lancafter 

Sinke into the eroundel had thought it would have mouared 

See how my {word-weepes for che poore Kings death, 


Now may fuch purple teares be alwayes fhed, ’ 


For {uch as feeke the downefall of our houfe, 
Ifany {parke of life remaine in thee, : 

| Stabbe han againe, 
Downe,downe to hell,and fry I fent thee thither. 
Ithac haue neither pittie,loue,nor fearcs 
Indeed twas true that Afenrie tolde me o*, 
For I hauc often heard my inother fay, © . 
That { caine into the worlde with my leeees forward: 
And had I not reafonthinke youto makehalic, © ° 
And feeke their ruines that viurpt our rivhes? 
The women wept, andthe Midwiie crive, 
O Iefus bicfle vs,heis borne with recti, A 
And jo [wasindced : which plainely figuifide, 
That | thould {uarle and bite,and play the cogge. 
Then fiance Heaven hath made my body fo, — 
Let Heil make crooké ty hninde,co antwere it. 
Thadno father; Lam fike no fecher, — 
Lhauwce no brother; iam hike a2 brothers, 


- fe 


JAnd this word Loue,which graybeardes tearme diuine, 

gBe refident in men like one another, 

o@And notinme; lam my felfealone, om” 

‘tGlarence beware, thou keptit me from the lights 

Buel will fort a pitchie day forthee.. 

For I will buz abroad fuch prophefies, | 
A's Edward (hall be fearefulll of his life : i 
And then toyurge his feare,Ile be thy death. 

Henrie and his fonne are gone,thou Clarence next, - 
And by one and one, I will dilpatch the reft, . 
Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. ‘ 

He dragge thy body in another roome, 
Anatfiumph Ainry in thy day of doome, 

| 






Exit. 
: | 


4 Enter King Edward, Queene Elizabeth, anda Nurfé 
with the youg Prince, and Clarence,and 
HaSiinges and: others. 


Edw, Once more we fit in Englandes royall throne, 

Repurchafde with the blood of enemies, 

What valiant foe-men like to Autumes corne, 

Haue we mow’d downein tops ofall their pride? 

Three Dukes of Summerfet,three folde renowmd, 

For hardie and yndoubted champions. 

T wo €liffords,as the father and the fonne: 

And two Northumberlandswwo braver men 
Nere fpurd their courfersat the trumpets found. . 
Wrhthem thetwo rough Beares, Warwicke & Montague, 

TJ har in their chaines fettered the kingly Lion, 
And made the forreft tremble w'.en they roard: 
T hus haue we {wept fufpition from our feate, 
And made our footeftoole of fecuriitie. 

Conte hither Bef, and letme kiffe my Boy, 
Young Wed, for thee, thine Vacles and my felfe, 
Haue in our Armours watcht the Winters night, 
Martcht all a foote in Summers fcalding heat, >, 


o,, That 





ee 


a 





Yorke, ond Henrie the fixt. 


” * That thou mightit repoffeffe the crowne in peace, 
_ And of our labours chou {hale reape the gaine. 
Glo. Ue blaft his harueft and your head were layde, 
For yet 1 am not lookr on in the worlde. 
This Shoulder was ordainde fo thicke,to heave, 
Aad heaue it fhall fome waight,or breake my backes 
Worke thou the way,and thou fhalt exccute. 
Edw. (lavence, and Gloster, loue my louely Queene, 
And kule your Princely Nephew, brothers both. 
Cla. The duetie that [ owe vnto your Maieltie, 
Ifeale vpon the rofiate lippes af this fweerte Babe. 
ween, T hankes noble Clavence,worthy brothei thankes, 
Glo, And that J loue the fruite from whence thou {prangit, 
Witnefle the louing kifle I giue the childe. 
To fay the trueth, fo Judas kilt his Mailter: 
And fo hecride, All haile; and meant all harme. 
Edward, Now am I feated as my foule delightres, 
Hauing my Countries peace,and brothers loues. 
Cla. What will your Grace haue done with eAMrgarce? 
Ranard her tather to the king of Frauuce, 
Hach paund the Cys and Lerufalem, 
And hither haue tacy fentiefor herranfome. 
Edw, Away wath her,and wate her hence to Fraance. 
And now what reftes,but chat we {pend the time, 
With ftacely triamphes,and mirthfull comicke fhewes, 
Such as befits the pleafures of the Court, 
Sound Drummesand Trumpetsstarewellco fower annoys 
For here I hope, begins our lafting ioy, 
Excuse omintse 


FINIS, 


Cage 


/ 


& 





t 
~ 





oF 


~ 
~. 

















“wy 


ser 
a 


~ 


<2 





= 





*S 


— 

















~ 














_ 





/ | 
' 
. 











Lae , ° 








PR ,chakespeare, William, 


2750 The true tragedy of Richard, 
B16 Duke of York 
1600a 


PLEASE DO NOT REMOVE 
CARDS OR SLIPS FROM THIS POCKET 


UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO LIBRARY 










































Sher Po 4s es 4 , - b Ly or 
ee > . + + war ats AO er se I — ie 
AA L 0 a . 
A .* Pe S woo ae , " , ayy. 
ooo Cesk ie , 
> ae er ‘ ‘ x he . + % — 7 
cos 4 1 ae ye t, +s . 
et AO . JOT es v* ; ‘ 
—— a" + a r : a oe ae 
. E . * » ‘ , : 
:- ott e « “4 eR AS ae Pod ~ 
+ ee i a nae ot > eae 
aN he ee Ot ar as ee Ie) ae : ee en 
Are > an sa e+ * a | . 
tN ‘a . ‘4 . . 44, 
| g- ee ! A! 7 ie pe ee , . ‘eee 
4 . . ’ > a) - ' a. 
. 




































































Peteee,, 
POO AP 


































a 
os 

















CAP etete 


te 






































AR ea 


























ae, “ee 
a 
















St) 








ote 
tans 








) 








ee ee 





